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TO THE READER OF THE TWO 

VOLUMES OF VERSE BY 

THE AUTHOR 

I SAT in serious truth 
This book is all my youth; 
And what herein is wrought 
Is writ with scarce a thought. 

As man is dianging still. 
Why change the good or ill 
That gave the past its life? 
Go, bird, on swiftest wing. 
To those thy message bring 
Who still endure the 



Dear reader, bear with me. 
Nor judge too hastily; 
Blame not, nor yet commend. 
Until youVe reached the end. 

1 




TO THE READER 

My earliest verse was by a diild ; 
The next betrays a youth as mild ; 
The kst can scarce in realms of song 
Be deemed a man*s work, nobly strong. 



TO MADAME B 

When thee I loved, I would my life have ^ven 
To make thee happy; hut now, nevermore 
Canst thou awake that passion as of heaven 
That thrilled me once, deep down to my heart's 

core. 
Thy snares are foolish, smiles and sohs are vain 
To move me as of old — thy magic fled. 
The deep deception that hath given pain. 
Hath slain thy beauty, and thy charms are dead. 
Just as a child within a chamber dim 
£spies a suit of armor and with fear 
Sinks hack affrighted, and fears following him 
Some spectral warrior ever moving near; 
But by the curtain's folds, at break of day, 
He sees the harmless phantom, feels its dress. 
And with a laugh throws all his fears away. 
And cries, " How foolish I, to fear a tin 
b!" 




TO JUNGFRAU 

JuNOFiAU, the traveler who asoendi thy pemk 
And fUnds in triumph on the ftainkss mows. 
Feels fierce exultmnoe in his souU that bemts 
Its wings of victory where the sunrise glows* 
And like the emgle longs to ever soar 
Above the peaks where avalanches roar. 
Jungfrau, I know a heart as proud as thine* 
And clothed like thee, in robe without a stauit 
More nigh to (iod than thou art to the sky; 
That, like thee, sings to Heaven her glad refrain. 
Be in no wise amazed, () towering height. 
If on the day when first I saw thy crest, 
I had believed the goal was too sublime. 
To conquer thee too perilous behest 
II 



iVENICE 

In Venioe the red. 
Never a boat that's sped, 
No fisher on the mere. 
No lantern near. 

Seated alone on shore. 
The Lion grand lifts o'er 
Horizon without flaw, 
His bronzed paw. 

Around him, ranged in groups. 
Great vessels and shallops. 
Like herons all adoze 
In silent rows. 

On smoking waves reclined; 
And o'er the mist entwined. 
Their standards, hovering 
In airy ring. 

The moon that groweth pale. 
Her fading brow doth veil, 
A doud all starry lined 
Half hidd'n bdiind. 



The lady abbess, so. 
Of Sainte Croix folds k>wi 

i 




NICE 

Her cape of vast contour 
Her surplice o*er. 

Palace of olden time. 
And porticoes sublime. 
And the broad stairways white 
Of ancient knight. 

And streets, and bridge of stone. 
And statues sad and lone. 
And gulf that onward glides 
In rippling tides. 

The guards in midnight hour 
With halberds on the tower. 
And arsenal turrets steep. 
Their watches keep. 

Ah, more than one sweet maid 
'Neath light of moon, hath stayed. 
Some boyish floweret dear. 
With listening 



More than one hurrying lass. 
Ere leaving, at her glass 
The mask of jet doth tie. 
For the balFs nigh. 

On couch of balmy scent, 
I^ Vanina, outspent, 
StUl fast her kiver kceps^ 
And sweetly skepa» 



VENICE 

And Narcissa, the bold. 
In her gondola's hold. 
Forgets herself till day. 
Feasting away. 

And who, o'er Italy, 
Breeds not frivolity? 
Who keeps not for love's ways 
His fairest days? 

Leave antique horologe, 
On palace of old doge. 
Of weary nights to count 
The dull amount. 

Better to count, ma belle. 
On thy lips that rebel. 
So many kisses given . • • 
Or forgiven. 

Better thy charms repeat. 
Better, the tear-drops sweet. 
That love's voluptuous sighs 
Have cost our eyes. 
iat& 




TO ULRIC GUTTINGEB 

Uleic, no eye bath meMured the abyat 
Of the deep ocean whose nujestic wavet» 

Foaming, reflecting with an angry hias 
Where dazzling sunlight the vast biUow lares. 



rise, no eye hath visited the deeps 
Of thy unlNHindcd souL Ulric, I swear 
Thou bearest in thy breast a scnil that leaps 
From heaven to bell, from hope to grim 
despair. 

But suffer me to gaze compassionate. 
As bends a child almve the ri^er deep. 

On one so deeply wounded, or relate 
Thy ravidiment by woman's kisKS sweet 
Jolt, II 



SONNET 

How I enjoy the winter's chill! The mire 

Under the foot, refuses to give way ; 

When dreams the crow of fields of new-mown 

hay, 
And glows the old chateau with roaring fire. 

The season of the town returns again; 
Once more I greet the Louvre and its dome; 
AU Paris and her smoke, with glad refrain. 
Plunge in the social whirl, and be at home. 

I love this duU gray sky, the matchless Seine 
Gemmed with a thousand lights; Paris, my 

queen I 
Beloved of gods, sits happy and serene. 

Oft in thy tender looks I steep my soul; 
Thy citizen, I write upon thy roll 
My name on thy inunortal scrolL 

Ammn, 1880. 




12 A BALLAD TO THE MOON 

Restore the huntress chaste. 
Fair, with the virgin breast. 
As she at early dawn 
Pursued the deer and fawn. 



Let us behold once more. 
Beneath the sycamore. 
Within the hazel Ixiunds, 
Diana and her hounds. 

Poised on a rock nearby. 
The kid halts, douhtingly. 
Pausing a while to hear 
What sound it is draws near. 

And keen upon the scent. 
By streams and Hehi intent. 
The dogs arc up and away. 
All eager for their prey. 

Ah, bow surprised the maid« 
When in the e%'ening shade. 
Into the cooling wave 
She stepped, ber feet to lavel 



Pbcrbe, the godiieas 
Who in the sheltered night 
Just touched the shepberd*s lipt. 
As a Urd lights and sipa. 



A BALLAD TO THE MOON 18 

Ah, moon, thy amours light 
Make up a record bright; 
Always in memory 
Will they illumine thee. 

Ever rejuvenate, 
Crescent or full thy state. 
The traveller on his way 
Will bless thy guiding ray. 

The shepherd loves thee well, 
Lonely within his dell, 
While the baying of his hounds 
Through the still air resounds. 

The pilot loves thee too. 
He keeps thee well in view. 
Seeming in his great boat 
Beneath the sky to float. 

And the light-footed maid. 
As in the woodland shade 
She makes her way along, 
Singing her evening song. 

* 

Under thy steadfast eyes 
The swelling ocean lies. 
And drags its crested mane 
As a chained bear his chain. 




14 A BALLAD TO THE MOON 

And whether winds do blow, 
Or gently falls the snow. 
Cloudy the sky or bright. 
Why sit I here each nightf 

I cooie to see, each night. 
Above the steeple bright. 
The moon that sails on high. 
Like the dot o*er an L 

When some inconstant man 
Looks up thy face to scan. 
Dost thou« in sympathy, 
at him wickedly f 



Because he grieves to see 
The mother give tlie key 
To the adopted son. 
Now the all-favored one. 

In softly slippered feet. 
See how alert and fleet 
The husband moves about 
And blo%rs the candle out I 

• 

While in her chilly bed 
The maiden chastely dremms» 
And marriage hdy seems 
When to the altar led: 



A BALLAD TO THE MOON 15 

But the man, all aflame. 
Begins the girl to blame; 
So rudely he treats her 
That she cries out with fear. 






Oh, I* work hard/' says he, 
But all in vain you see; 
For you give me no heart. 
You do not do your parti" 

Quickly he moves about. 
But what watcher without. 
Or demon hid within, 
Withholds him from the sin? 

Ahl" said he, "let's beware 
What prying witness there 
Looks in on us and spies 
Our deeds with two big eyesl 

And in the dusky night, 
Above the steeple bright. 
It was the moon on high, 
Like the dot o'er an t. 




TO MADAME MEXESSIER^ WHO 

HAD SET TO MUSIC SOME 

WORDS OF THE AUTHOR 

Hafft is be, midame, who cheriibes the 
thought. 
Let it of pleajure be, or dolor, or of lore. 
That most resembles thine with s^mptthy un* 
bought. 
And thus, as soul to soul, a happy comrade 
prove. 

I dreamt a song one night, and straightway seek* 
ing rest. 
Waited, as pilgrim might, on some enchanted 
shore. 
Then rose thy roice so sweet in music that pos- 



My words in sweeter tones than I had heard 
before. 

What matters fortune's fret? I never can 
forget 
That from thy ruby lips my song hath flown 
away. 

IS 



TO MADAME MENESSIER 17 

Just as a joyous bird from dawn to sweet sunset 
Sings in its dulcet tones the long sweet sum- 
mer day, 
Tour Hps have sung my song, in tones almost 
divine, 
Thy music will for aye my poorer words 
outshine. 

t, 1881. 
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TO PfePA 

P^paI when the night has come. 
And nuunma has bid good-night. 

By thy light, half-clad and dumb. 
As thou kneelest out of sight; 

Laid by, cap and sweeping Test 
Ere thou sinkcst to repose. 

At the hour when half at rest 
Folds thy soul as folds a rote; 

When sweet Sleep, the sovereign mild. 
Peace to all the house has bruugtit- 

P^pita! my channing diildl 

What, oh, what is tlien thy thought? 

Who knows? Haply dreamest thou 
Of some lady doomed to sigh ; 

All that Hope a truth deems now. 
All that Truth shall prove, a lie. 

Haply of those mountains grand 
That produce — alas! but mice; 

Castles in Spain; a princess hand; 
Bon-bons, lovers, or eitram-ice. 

IS 



TO PEPA 19 

Haply of soft whispers breathed 

'Mid the mazes of a ball; 
Robes, or flowers, or hair enwreathed ; 

Me; — or nothing, dear I at all. 




THE ANDALUSIAN 

In Barodona, haTc you seen 
My stately Andmlusimn queen? 
Pale in her lovely Spanish dress. 
My mistress she, my lioness! 
Of Amaegui« the marchioness. 

IVe seen the tear-drop in her eye. 
When singing songs that made her cry. 
When with the breexe her curtain shook. 
Right often sentinel I've pla>^. 
Right often have I drawn the blade. 

Her great dark eyes where glor}* swims. 
Her body lithe, her perfect limbs; 
She*s mine, mine only in the world. 
Her hair, in which her head U furled. 
In all these chamu mv smil is hurled. 

Mine are her breasts that heave and fall. 
When sleeps she near the golden wall; 
Her Spanish skirt about bar hip. 
Her snowy arm, her honeyed lip. 
Her dainty feet that sweetly trip I 

True, Ijordl bow that her eye doth snap. 
When risng from her mominf nap. 



THE ANDALUSIAN 21 

Would you but her mantilla feel, 
By every saint that's in Castile, 
Beneath her blow your bones would reel. 

When fierce disorder's in the air, 

Then down she falls, her breasts all bare, 

So passionate, and shining white; 

Then raging kisses fondly bite. 

Ah me, how mad in her delight I 

When blithely singing in the mom, 
She cares not if her dress be torn 
When wrestling in her silken pride. 
She makes against her curving side. 
Her corset's seam rip open widel 

She waits for me each summer eve; 
She loves me, you may well believe. 
To-night, again, new ambuscades. 
To-night, again, new serenades. 
To drive to Hades the alcades! 




SONG 

I SAID unto my heart: To give roe peace. 
Is but to love one mist rest to distress. 

For seest thou not that changing without 
Loses in sighs the hours of happiness f 

My heart replied: To make thy joy increase, 
'Tis iH>t enough one mistress thy repast ; 

Dost thou tM>t see that changing without cease 
Renders more sweet the pleasures of the |Murt f 

CNi, wayward heart, I said, a sure decrease 
Of pleasure follows idle restlessness. 

Dost thou not see that changing without cease 
At e^-ery step one meets with more distress? 



y heart replied : *Tis ti> assure surcease 
Of sonrow, to make pleasure doubly last. 
Dost thou not see that changing without cease 
Will make more sweet the scntows of the past f 



TO LAURA 

If thou didst love me not, tell me, demented girU 
What wert thou whispering of during those 
fatal hours? 
Didst urge along thy tongue, shaking thy wrath- 
ful curl, 
Ah, what could mean those tears, that fell in 
copious showers? 

Ah, if desire alone those soft sighs drew from 
thee. 
If it had been but this, which, in that moment 
sad. 
Did set my lips on fire, didst fan so lovingly 
The ardent flame of love that made our souls 
so glad; 

Spirit and sense were there, kisses and blinding 
tears, ^ 

Holding each other's hand, my lips had 
touched thy heart. 
Tes, in that sacred hour that banished every fear. 
Desire profaned thy love, from thee Love 
stood apart 




U TO LAURA 

Aht Laurettel ah, Ljuirettel thou idol of my life. 
If but the demoD lust has made thy body hot. 

Lacking the spirit's love, thou art no faithful 

wife« 

Why hast thou summoned lust, if thou didst 

love me not? 
issr 



TO MY FRIEND ALFRED T. 

Sole in a thousand, Alfred, in my days of woe, 
Loyal to me you stood when so many dis- 
appeared ; 

Happiness was to me only a passing show. 
But in adversity the real friend appeared. 

So likewise the gay flowers, the fertile banks 

upon. 

Spread out beneath the sun their common 

treasure store. 

But in the gloomy pit beneath some barren stone. 

Seeking a vein of gold, the miner doth explore. 

'Tis likewise that the seas, calm and of tempest 
free. 
Can lull the voyager upon a sleeping main. 
But *tis the northern wind, the hurricane-tossed 
sea, 
Which casts upon the shore a pearl for 
fishermen. 

Xow, Gk>d preserve me I Whither? Eh, what 
shall it be? 
Whatever be my fate, I say, as Byron said: 




26 TO MY FIIIEXD ALFRED T. 

** The ocemn may complmin, it has to carry me. 
If down my vessel goes, but one more soul is 
dead" 

But, brother, at the least, *twas given me to 
sur\'ive 
My mourning, and to seal our loyal friendship 
true; 
To-morrow though I die, to-morrow though I 
live. 
So long as beats my heart, TU gi\*e the half 

to you. 
Mat. I89t. 



TO MY FRIEND B. 

Yon uaed to strike your brow in reading Lamar- 

tine. 
And like a gambler, Edouard, that soul of thine 
Shivered and burned within — ^the lightning flash 

divine. 

Within your breast, 
Far in the lonesome night brought deep unrest. 

Ah, bum, O splendid heart ! 'tis there that genius 
lies; 

'Tis there that pity dwells, there suffering re- 
plies ; 

'Tis there is that proud rock that fronts the 
stormy skies 

Whence waves of harmony. 

When Moses draweth near, shall rush away. 

I know tJiat in your soul deep passion always 

dwells. 
And the volcanic surge of feeling swift rebels 
Against dull duties that to soaring flight impels. 

You feel your wings. 
Your soul is but a bird that flying sings. 

t7 




S8 TO MY FRIKXU B. 

Tbeii wearied you will leani how dear b idlenen ; 
Longing for home again will bring you deep 

distren; 
Edouard, while your heart is free of care*8 caress. 

Replete with youth. 
Crave not life*s cares; thc}'*U coaie too toon in 

sooth 

189S. 



JULIA. 

I'm asked why in the light of day 
I go star-gazing by the way ; 
A heedless youth, the people say; 
Youth is passed in idleness. 
And in the years of love's duress 
Were wakeful nights of deep distress. 

Ah» Julia, what a happy tale I 

The mad nights which have made thee pale. 

Tell me that love can never fail. 

Thy sweet breath, and the ruby mouth 

For which my lips have endless drouth. 

Thy dark eyes of the burning south. 

Ah, Juha, hast thou wine of Spain, 
That your soul should face in twain? 
Drinking, we shall be one again. 
Thus being as 'twere made whole. 
Let us invent some foolish role 
To lose ourselves both flesh and souL 

'Tis said my wild oats are unspent^ 
My limbs are still impenitent 
Even if all my force is spent. 
No more am I a worthless nag. 
For shipment to some barren crag. 
To die beneath a foreign flag. 




82 MADAME LA MARQUISE 

Let us renuunl Perhaps the star^ 
That flames in heaven, which wise men fear» 

May bum the world while flying far» 
Yet leave us unmolested here. 

Oh, come into my wounded souU 
Still bleeding from a ghastly smart I 

Come, of thy sweetness give me dole. 
Ever to lo\'e and never part 

Oh, could you know how mudi Tve wept. 
How mudi my heart has been consumed. 

How many a vigil I have kept 
To keep the lamp of love relumed I 

Then give to me a fond embrace. 
My lieauteous mistress, passing fair I 

Assuage my soul with smiling face. 
And bind my grief with raven hair. 

Darling, the past is all forgiven ; 

Now let us sleep, one hearty one soul; 
To hold voii in mv arms is heaven ! 

This lovely couch b love*s own goal! 

Know, Madame la Marquise, the king 
Hath orderetl it that vou be mine. 

Fear not but 1*11 provide the ring 
That by to-morrow will be 



MADAME LA MARQUISE 88 

Then on my heart in slumber sweet 
111 cradle you till morning fair; 

My Andalusian, as 'tis meet, 
Will witii her eye my soul ensnare. 

Wt9. 




TO JUANA 

Again I see 3rou, ah my queen. 
Of all my old lov» that have been* 

The first love, and the tenderest; 
Do you remember or forget — 
Ah me, for I remember yet — 

How the last summer days were blest? 

Ah lady, when we think of this. 

The foolish hours of youth and bliss. 

How fleet, how sweet, how hanl to hold! 
How old we are. ere spring be green I 
Vou touch the limit of eighteen 

And I am twenty winters old. 

My rose, that mid the red roars. 
Was brightest, ah, how fmle she is! 

Yet keeps the beauty of her prime; 
Child, never Sfianish lady's face 
Was lovely with to wild a grace; 

Remember the dead summer time. 

Think of our loves, our feuds of old. 

And how you gave your chain of gold 

To me for a peace ofTering; 

u 



TO JUANA 86 

And how all night I lay awake 
To touch and kiss it for your sake — 
To toudi and kiss the lifeless thing. 

Lady, beware, for all we say. 
This Love shall live another day. 

Awakened from his deathly sleep; 
The heart that once has been your shrine 
For other loves is too divine ; 

A home, my dear, too wide and deep. 

WTiat did I say — why do I dream? 
^Vhy should I struggle with the stream 

VlTiose waves return not any day? 
Close heart, and eyes, and arms from me ; 
Farewell, farewell 1 so must it be. 

So runs, so runs, the world away. 

The season bears upon its wing 

The swallows and the songs of spring, 

And days that were, and days that flit; 
The loved lost hours are far away; 
And hope and fame are scattered spray 
For me, that gave you love a day 

For you that not remember it. 




OCTAVE 

A Fbaqhent 

Neithes the dreaming monk, nor chArUiUn« 
Surmised the reaaon Mariette was wan ; 
So strieken to the heart, this guilty one 
Is ill at ease. She kn^es, and fate hath won. 
Oh, see beneath the hands of lustful man 
How perish^ the youthful courtesan! 
But now the day of reckoning has coiiie» 
And >f ariette with misery is dumb. 
I have no pity for the strange complaint 
That stretches her beneath the trres, so faint, 
Wliere in the densest shade, beside cool stones. 
She makes complaint with ever piteous moans. 
But yestenlay, in this sequestered glade. 
How pale her lovers grew in deadly shade; 
For here she daily plied a dreadful trade. 
On youth ami beauty planned an ambuscade. 
This Messalina, with devouring charms. 
Made young men aged in her greedy arms; 
Nor strange that in so beautiful a spot 
They found grim death in her embraces hot; 
While she herself was fired with paasaon mad 
To suck their bfeod, gain all the gold they had. 



OCTAVE 87 

But now the past is gone, my Mariette ; 
Now art thou left in silence and regret. 
Thy lovers have abandoned thee, grown old ; 
Thy passions fierce have scarified thy soul; 
Thy youth is dead in thee, but love biuns yet 
For one who will not mount thy parapet. 

Now henceforth haunt the crowded public square ; 
CJo, pull their cloaks, thy lovers everywhere; 
They who have built a palace proud for thee. 
They'll send their men to thee in mockery. 
To cure thy plaint, the doctor draws away; 
He heaves a sigh while pocketing his pay. 
The dullard monk, judicially intent. 
Denounces guilt, consoles the innocent; 
When to confession a fair lady comes. 
Is puzzled to pass sentence, twirls his thumbs^ 
But to be sure of giving rest, or ruth. 
With mouth all quivering, he quotes her both. 

Laughing at love, scorner of all that's good. 
Creature superb, a huntress mad for blood. 
Feeding on flesh, behold, the avenging gods 
Will cast thee forth as food unto the dogsl 

Under the quiet shade of leafy wood. 

Sad with a rankling heart and soul subdued. 

Like Magdalene she would for sin atone; 

Heaving with burning sobs, she sits alone. 

A prime authority in women's wiles 

Has said she's tricking you whene'er she smiles. 




n OCTAVE 

Suppose the hM been weeping throogfa the nigfat. 
Her eye maybe if filled with joy and light. 
And lips with laughter ripet and spoken wofdt 
But hide a heart tore smitten by the sword. 
How oft the player bears an anguished heart* 
When painted is the mask with color smarti 
How comes it, when the cheek is blushing red* 
The mask itself hides tears of woe instead? 
I know that never justice in its train 
Giv» pleasure fit for gods, without some pain. 
If granted me to name what suflTering 
I*d long to have corulenmed the vilest thing, 
*Tis thou, grim torture of a heart ignored. 
Fell poison to ccNisume a soul abliorred. 
Who knows the solitar>\ grim (IcsfMiir, 
That one must feel love*s contunK-lv to share? 
Ah, what a sea of anguish filb tlie sinil 
Where death in life prrvaik in send, or poll. 
Ah, foolish one! wiiat th<High thy love be hot. 
When scorned by cine, b)' all art thuu forgot. 
Yet it sur^'ivcs in all, pride's savage greed. 
The pride which scorns all e}'cs, though its heart 

bleed. 
Holds back, even with the knife within its side. 
With its despairing hands, its mantle's pride. 

Over the waves that lap Venetian walls. 
Octave hath sped, mingling in eourtly haUs^ 
A pony youth is he, and slight of limb; 
No Mtaoo hitherto took oole of bins. 
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One day he sat in gondola propelled. 
And Mariette this favored youth beheld. 
Then in her soul there leaped a purer flame 
Than what before she called by love's sweet 

name. 
Her sullied soul was filled with purest joy 
That one day Heaven might send her this sweet 

boy. 
One night an ancient dame met sweet Octave: 
*'AlasI " said she, " my mistress you can save: 
She dies for love of you — oh, hear her call — 
Fain would she speak to you this time of all I " 
But Octave at these words showed her his face. 
Where on his brow joy rioted apace: 
" Dying, is Mariette? Certain it is she dies? " 
" She can not live an hour," the shrew replies. 
"Well, then," wm his reply, "I'U send this 

note," 
And with his dagger's point these words he 

wrote: 
" No man, but woman, I ; accursed Mariette, 
Dying for me — 'tis fair thy sun should set; 
At last avenged, I was the fiancee 
Of one Balbi, who drowned himself for thee." 

1»L 




MADRID 

]^f ADEID, thou fflory of old Spaiiit 

The scene of many a k)ve cani{)aign« 

Thousands of souls are on the rackt 

SmiUen by eyes of blue and black* 

City of lordly promenades. 

White city of love*s serenades I 

Madrid, when to the Sunday fight 

The bulls go snorting in affright. 

White hands applaud heroic parts. 

And scarfs are fluttering like their hearts. 

Thy nights hide many stars above. 

As long veils hide the eyes we love* 

Madrid, forgive if I make game 
Of more than one wasp-waisted dame. 
Brunette or blonde, with smallest feet. 
Who gaily walks thy stately streets. 
To make amends, I do adore 
A beauty I have known before. 

I know one whose duenna kind 
Sometimes is amiablv blind. 
The door's unbarred f<ir roe alone— 
Ah, bow I bless the ancient craoel 
No other gallant dare come near 
The boudoir of my lady fair. 
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My Andalusian princess, 
My loving one, whom I possess; 
My beauteous widow with the veil. 
With whom love only can prevail. 
Her skin is of a creamy hue, 
Gay as a bird, and ever true. 

When on my idolizing lips 

She lingers, and their honey sips. 

How beautiful in her lithe grace. 

How radiant her perfect face! 

She glides with grace between my arms 

A serpent white of endless charms I 

Now, if perchance with curious quest. 
You ask how comes such proud conquest, 
'Twas due to my fine steed, so fleet. 
My praise of her mantilla sweet. 
Vanilla sweetmeats, and duress 
Of her soft hand with love's caress. 




SUZON 

Happj to be who&t beut atlu hot a hemrU mmI who drsim 
neitlier an Kogltoli park, wir a leries of oprraa, nor miuic Kjr 
Moaart, nor paintinm bj Raphael, nur an eclipse of Ibe moon, 
nor even moonligbl, nor aoenea frun novela, nor ibrir feUUl* 

Pauu 



Thu ftory that I write is fond for those 
Who break the bottle after the firtt ghm— 
Thoie madmen who would break a dainty pipe 
In wanton fury when but nnoking it 



Two Abbes who were dining with the Pope, 
And thereby f^rew somewhat intoxicate* 
After dessert luul sought a safe retreat 
In the Pope*s garden for a quiet talk. 
Said Cassius, ** Dear Fortunio, I fear 
My mistress is a fool — Marquise de B. 
Will not in anv wise consort with me. 
I know not what to do with her; indeed. 
Her pnider\* would bring you to the grave.** 

The fault is yours,** replied Fortunio; 

If you get nothing from her, that is strange.** 
Said Cassius, ** I hare told you but the trath; 
For heating marbk I have not the art** 

u 



M 
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Thereupon the friends began to whisper low. 
Walked with a quick step beyond the garden 

wall; 
Fortunio saw his friend unto his door. 
And looking here and there, whispered and said 

good-by. 
Cassius next morning left his domicile 
With trembling step, a vial in his hand. 
And the day following his mistress died. 

Two years went by, yet the conspiring priests 
Were silent when they met in court or street. 
Cassius was rarely seen; he hardly laughed. 
Drank less, was growing thin. Fortunio, 
Well powdered, watchful, well supplied with 

gold. 
In look grew impudent; had shapely form, 
Possessing every charm that women love. 
Was always near the ladies night and mom. 
Rosy and charming, and disposed to air 
His graceful manners, his accomplished tones. 
These ill-assorted Abbes, for expense. 
Lived on the bounty of his Holiness, 
At diurch, at cards, they scarcely spoke a word ; 
For two long years this silence was preserved. 
Cassius grew weaker, went from bad to worse. 
To suppers came with badly powdered hair, 
His face well rouged, nor were his stockings 

straight. 
One fine spring evening a young lady came 
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From PariSt gracioui, beautifuny drotedt 

To pay respect unto his Holinesi. 

Caatius behind her stood immovable. 

And there remained, for he was not observed. 

The fact is, she had splendid Spanirii e]res» 

An air of sadness, and a slender foot; 

But hardly intellectual was she. 

When leaving, Cassius closely followed her. 

And saw Fortunio for his carriage call. 

Seising him forcibly, he cried, ** Stop I stop I ** 

They sought a garden bench and sat thereon. 

The south winds whistled o*er their heads; the sky 

Was dark and Cassius spoke with furious voice: 

'* There was a time,** said he, ** when I believed 

That every woman merited contempt 

You laughed, and answered me, * Despise thy- 

self I* 
Vainly I strove to find in woman's soul 
True love and happiness, but what I found 
Was what I made — the instrument of lust^ — 
And then expected k)ve. I struck the cbcml 
Too rudely, and expected music sweeL 
* Tis not a chord, my f riend« *tis but a note,* 
Saidst thou to me: "Destroy the instni- 

ment 
As known m hell, I followed thy adviee^ 
A philter of fell poison concentrate 
Thou gavest me, for her the foul reward 
For pale, sad love; and drop by drop it wrought 
A flssce ooDvulsioo in her body soft 
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I smote • statue, and the woman saw, 

And in my anns one night she yielded life. 

Fortmiio, thou hast coliitted crime; 

That little vial in thy hand was death; 

Thou madest me the assassin of a soul/' 

**And what wilt thou?" said the other; "with 

these words 
I must away ; thou must make greater haste." 
" Hast thou," said Cassius, " any poison left? " 
** Much as thou mayest require — the box is full," 
Replied Fortunio. " Then," continued Cassius, 
" Listen : that woman vile had borne the name 
That was not hers, and secret lovers had. 
I did but crush whatever sap remained 
In heart o** the fruit. I'll crush another heart 
That blooms for me alone, that after me 
Can not be oped again. I want another life. 
And I will add my own unto the pact." 

" Thy wish 
Answered Fortunio, " pleases me full well ; 
But tell me, Cassius, more explicitly, 
Who is thy maiden? Thou must have her fair; 
If not, the trick is silly and half worth. 
Besides, I do confess your project strange. 
Which might astonish some one more precise, 
Has through my head at evening sometimes 

passed: 
It quite agrees with humor of the times. 
For when a man feels weary of his load. 




48 SUZON 

Dragging his ball in prisont here below^ 
What mattera mode of exit from his pain? 
I like what thou art telling me as much 
As one may some fine e\'ening take his snuff 
From opium caskt or frtxn his powder-horn/* 

''Aht welir said Cassius, '* let*s from hence 

away!" 
And with sknr steps they both regained the 

street 

'' But/* said Fortunio. ** thy fair one*s name? ** 
** Ijct us advance/* said Cassius. *' See that 

statue there; 
Seest thou that half -oped portico? Her house 
Is bade of it ; and she is called Suion/* 

And now the Ablies swiftly crossed the town; 
And at Fortunio*s hemic Cassius grew pale« 
While at his drawer the other tram|uilly 
Brought forth the drug, prepared it skilfully. 
** Wlien,** said Fortunio, ** did you know this 

dame? 
Was thb in France ? I low else does she you knc ! 
The second time I saw her *tis to-night** 
And Cassius replied, *' I have seen her once/* 
** Ah, then, why lue this deaiUy drug so soon ? 
/Vnd how administer with sure success?** 
** Fve bribed lier lackeys. We*re deckled thus: 
To-morrow Suian takes iU in her tea. 



SUZON 49 

Should I be crushed by livid thunderbolt. 
We'll see who laughs, when her deserted home 
Aa by mistake is found at eve with open door." 
** What do you say? " inquired Fortunio; 
"Abuse where you're not loved 1 The casket 

steal 
Without its riches! Ah, 'tis infamous I 
Wilt thou with poison insensate lay low 
And leave her naked in the open street, 
A prey unto the dog that passes by? 
And do you, Cassius, hope to be that dog? 
And will you hurl, as from the spheres of light, 
The virtue of a child, who for support 
Has faith in Heaven and for the earth her arms. 
To foully roll with her one night in mire. 
And quench forever on an angel's lips 
The thirst of love? Oh, execrable fiend. 
Is it for end like this her mother passed 
So many anxious days and sleepless nights? 
That she, herself, to-night at bedside prayed. 
That she has closed her door to guard 
The locked-up treasure of her maiden love, 
A modest flower in a cup of gold ? 
When I advised you should a woman slay. 
It was because she loved you — ^there at least 
Was happiness. Oh! stifle not your flame 
Under dead ashes, but as diver seek 
That pearl which slumbers in her heart of gold." 
••And how?" said Cassius; '^in what winning 

way . 
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Make ber to knre me? Shall I kias her foot. 
And hind my wheel to the eternal rut — 
Become her shadow? Ah, mordieul too kmg 
And difficult the effort, k>ve to pleaae. 
Besides, may I not please her. Doubtful chance; 
But she will love more quickly in my arms» 
When death is panderer between.'* 



•4 



I see you know not,** said Fortunio, 
The greatest means of alL** ** And what b 
that?" 
•* Wh>% magnetism is your surest force/* 
*' Bah! ** said C assius. ' * With your atheism. 
How can voii lielicve in it! But as for me, 
I*ve faith in nothing ttuit I do not see.** 
"^Vh! ** said the other, * Uiat is dogma false: 
Your logic is, belie%'e but what you see; 
And the blind man — what, then, shall he heUevef 
Because that in your prisini-house of clay 
One or two windows to look out are made; 
Because but half of streaming ray of light 
Frimi the sun fallen, may enter either eye, 
I f not barred out by smallest grain of dust. 
You think the universe will enter ml 
Mv friend, a world inceasantlv rr%-olves 
Around um, in us, that we see nought of. 
A veilcfl sfiecter which creates aiMl kills 
A guardian angel and a masked headsman. 
And do >*ou know, when you a maiden touch. 
What changes in her? have yuu seen the force 
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That makes you quiver when her eye takes fire? 
The eagle, flying on the ocean's edge. 
Calls to his mate with but a glance of eye 
To follow him, and straightway she pursues. 
You, a confessor, you, a priest of Rome, 
Beliere a word or gesture is in vain! 
Unhappy one I perdiance you know not that 
Religion is a gesture, and the priest 
Who, host in hand, his arms raised over us, 
A holy magnetizer, whom one kneeling hears. 
Your God is foolish reason, you the priest 
Who wear the stole, and in the shadow sit, 
Of the confessional, and hold in hand 
The head of one who calls you father dear, 
Who tells you secrets she conceals from aU, 
And what is done within the holy place. 
Appeals to none, not even unto God! 
When Christ overthrew the many gods of Rome, 
He saw what step that man had yet to take 
Who would desire the mastery of self. 
Better a blinding cave than golden throne. 
Faith is that power, my friend, that fearful 

force. 
That makes the strong man slay his fellow man 
Against what will of iron the weak defends. 

" When solitary night 
With sable mantle settles o'er the earth. 
The herder doth invoke the Evil One 
To make bis neighbor's cow untimely yield 
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Her young. Your courage you mutt summon 

up. 
Your love, your blood, and god of human will 
Enter the room wherein Suzon will sleep. 
Nor wake her till you cast a spell on her ; 
L4iy your hand gently on her bared breast. 
And with the other stroke her flowing liair; 
Press on her heart, and tell her that vcni will 
Say ' You must love me under pain of death,* 
And when she wakes she will remember it 
Then wound her somewhere to obtain her blood. 
And wound yourself to mix her blood with yours. 
No matter where the wound, at cheek, or ear. 
It must be that she shivers seeing it« 
Then the next day be harsh; your silence keep; 
Be firm, but do not let Iht be afraid ; 
When night approaches, you begin anew. 
Eight days of trial and the prey is yinin.** 
"' I will/* said Cassius; "' your advice is good« 
This night she will begin to bear her cross. 
And for eigtit davs will bear xU cunie what 

wiUI- 

He was mistaken — it but needed three. 
On the fourth, Suzon straightway she confessed. 
Behind a pillar, hidden in shadow deep, 
Cassius o*erheard the avowal of her love. 
Thus to Fortunio: ** Ymir oVnhreti'd ad%'ice 
Has borne rich fruit; her door will of itself 
Now widely open» for I know she knres.'* 
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**Then,'* said the other, " strike 1 this evening, 

strike!" 
" This evening? " the excited Cassius said. 
"Yes," said Fortunio, "this very night 1" 

At sundown Cassius saw Fortunio, 

And said he, " Come to supper; I have yet a sum 

Of forty louis that I may expend. 

Another man more wise than I would make 

Some beggar rich. Let's to the inn repair." 

It was a night so beauteous and benign, 

When bahny winds played in the perfumed 

flowers. 
And the night crickets, 'neath the rambler's foot. 
Sang in grass lighted by the glowworm's lamp. 
The moon arose above the swaying trees 
That threw their shadows on the marble walls. 
And fell on shining waves of river deep, 
And on colossi of the granite gods 
That guarded graves in near-by sepulcher. 
In smoky comer of a noisome inn 
The Abbes on a table crossed their arms. 
"And now," cried Cassius, "why not sing a 

song? " 
And at one gulp he drained a bottle full. 
" Come, Abbe, give a toast to my Suzon 1 " 
He stood, with rapt eyes on his comrade fixed. 
And sang this song as 'twere a serenade : 

If LilU would but promise me 
To let me in, when night shall be. 
Without a priest we'd wedded be ; 
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I'd leave bjr window at a leap 
Hlieo her moUier wakes froin sleeps 

Are wc, then, old women dear. 
Who ever live in deadly fear 
Of hell and devil jcar by yzmr^ 
Waiting till their worn-out hearta 
Each froin a loathaocne skin departa. 

Now that roj poiion is set op, 
With lilU I'd sit down to snp^ 
A man is free to smash his cup, 
Yes, by the Holy Father's fiit ! 
When he has drunk of wine like that 

Has Hemven made nature to sign pact with 

Deaths 
Or does it laugh like spirit devilish. 
When it beholds a nenly opened grave f 
Never had midnight wind from nUurry depths 
Wafted so gaily o'er the halcoiiy 
The sigh of lo%'e to slimiliering Sumnt 
As when the Abbes, hunmiing their romance* 
On the dry heath holding each ether's arm* 
Strode eairerlv to consummate their deed. 



day all Rome had heard the horrid news 
That some unknown had killed the sweet Stnon ; 
And at her stairway*s Uyot there lay the priest 
Fortimio, asleep, and Cassitis nowhere found. 

A cursing madman since that day, at times» 
Will come to sit at drowi^ noootidc hour 
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Beside the lazzaroni in the sun; 

He whispers, and makes passes over them, and 

mocks 
The motions of a dervish who can hypnotize. 
And, wakening them, he strikes them blows. 
'Tis Cassius who survives Suzon: his victim 

sweet. 
Who in his murderous arms that night expired 1 
Who, still alive, too cowardly to die, 
Soon, like a homeless dog, will expiate 
In gutters foul his miserable deed. 

1831. 




SECRET THOUGHTS OF RAPHAEL 

(A Fi£NCH Gentleman) 

FEAOMENT 

Ceitics of iiKomiptible renown. 

Guardians of fame of living and the dead. 

Guards of Olympus where the laurel blooms! 

Affected and restrained, as pedants are. 

Dispensers of good taste, diseo%'erers 

Of truth, or bathos, in a simple lay. 

The only authorized immortal ones. 

Who, with disdainful arm on hcHiest breast. 

Or shaking snuff from off ycnir woninmt sleeves» 

Have ccHiglRxl and breatlied upcHi your spce* 

tacles. 
And settled in your chairs; with careful hands 
Ha%'e o|>ed tlie |)oet*s %'olume and impartially 
Ha%'e read my simple Ballad to the Moon. 

Masters divine, where shall I find, alas! 
Water to drown myself, or rope to hangt 
For having forgotten to write under it: 
The public is rtqursttd to be good. 
A phrase so cheap and simple nowadays^ 
And which b seen on pillars amstantly ! 
AK povaro okiwut What was tbougbt 
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By the fair sex who read the simple lay? 
Ah, masters, I can see you knit your brows, 
That take the form of accent circumflex. 

And you, free-thinkers, when you dine you hold 
Coundl of state, in garrulous converse; 
And you, immortal journalists, to find 
Wandering lonely, on your antiquated lists. 
The name of a subscriber, gives you joy. 
Can you repeat the Pater? and the sins 
Of others, do they find aught favor in your eyes? 
How Falstaff would have shaken with delight 
On seeing these fools infuriate with champagne, 
Bringing a stone to kill a harmless flyl 

Hail, youthful champions of a cause grown old. 
Smooth-shaven classics, rubicund of face. 
Bearded romantics, with blanched visages. 
Friends of departed Greeks camped on her 

shores 
To fight the champions of medieval life ; 
All hail! I've fought in both your warring camps. 
By numerous campaigns have become a man; 
Veterans, I sit upon my silent drum. 
Racine and Shakespeare on my table lie. 
And there is Boileau, who has pardoned them. 
But then, dear readers, if your learned brains 
Have suddenly grown arid on Thenard, 
Regenerate scions of immortal France, 
Who talk of verse, or of Nature in Art, 
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Youth of the ccntunM intrepid youth! 
Say, can you leave the circling Globe, or dull 
DibaU, for me, a diild of idleness . . . 
If so, then once again my lyre will sing. 

Oh, my fair countr\% France; what outrages 
Have I ini{Ki«$ed on thy harmonious tongue; 
Idiom of love, so sweet that sfKraking it. 
Thy women wear a smile u|X)n their lips; 
Thy speech is sweetest manna in the mouth; 
From Ivre or heart no SH*eeter honev flows. 
Ancestress, nurse, and gloriotk^ mtUher, France! 
Wilt th<Hi forgive me? Sliall I worthy be 
To make the golden harp vibrate again? 
No more, fair Paris, slmll I undertake 
To celebrate the jhuis of foreign lands! 
I shall not leave this soil inviolate 
Where, near the palacx-s, thy Seine n'flecls, 
TIkhi, Daughter of the West, shall hear me 
sing . . • 

Reader, I ask if, after having dined. 

Is it a human weakncus to deplcire. 

To sleep an hour while waiting for the tea? 

We drowse, aUs! when newspa[iers are bare 

Of news, or when we try to read 

Some pamphlet fatal to insomnia^ 

Or memoirs of a Prince! Kssavs on art • • • 

O precious lionks! without you we are logt 

To Uy ooe*s forehead on your pages Uand« 
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Soothes like the perfumed drops of opium, 
Or eating of the fruit insomrdum! 

For a quart cTheure reclining on his chair, 

Raphael (my hero) sweetly slept. 

Note well, dear reader, and be not displeased. 

That he is not a hero of romance. 

His arms are crossed; an ample cloak enfolds 

His form in all its sweet simplicity; 

His body delicate as devotee; 

His rosy limbs, soothed by a recent bath; 

His hair perfumed with odor a la rose. 

Languidly the zephyr plays with him. 

His growling pug resting on the floor 

Proudly supports his crossed and outstretclied 

feet; 
While; at his side, *neath alabaster vase. 
Sleeps in the ice his soothing Burgundy, 
And there, half -eaten in its china dish. 
His pudding breathing with a bluish flame. 
Its perfume, mingled with the cigarette. 
Rolls round the draperies in azure mist. 
And like a dream it slowly disappears. 

When games get wearisome, a few cigars 

Are means efficient to put time to death. 

The soul (if God will that we have a soul!) 

Has not assuredly more vivid flame 

Than this light sylph that bums within the bowl. 

Wherein the punch smiles on its bright tripod ; 
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Grog 18 as fashionable as wine of France, 
iVnd stirs deep gaiety within the heart. 
But say, what man, though in Siberia bom, 
Froni languid kisses of a f nrM*n pair. 
Though under haireloth Ir* liad long reprefksetl 
The liarren sap that filletl his sluggish veins; 
Though he had fed his eliildhi><Ni on rank nnrats 
And juict*k*ss vegetables withiHit heat; 
What man, with triple agenc}* of puneh. 
And wine, ami the eigarro, woukl tu)t feel 
An anient joy consuming him amain 
The dawn of Kden in his anxifnis dreams f . . • 
Oh, cjueen of heaven, mother of anient love! 
O beauty pale, swtx-t Aristocracy! 
Daughter of wealth . . . Oh, tiMMi wlnim we 

f«>rget. 
Whom our |KM>r France lovcnl in her oUleti days! 
TImhi, whom of yon-, with »j>ear of lightning-nid. 
The daring Franklin hurleil into tlie grouiMl, 
When- well-pn>leete<l colonists ciHitrolletl 
Slaves and tolmcro. as prime source of wealth; 
TIhmi, who created Paris, and bade Athens 

nuHim, 
AihI who, under the gory tlimiie imperial. 
Put Ronaparte to sleep, as C«sar slept. 
And nmiblings of the proletariat t 
Tlioii. in thy springtime, art with maes erowtied, 
I|ihigenia, at tlie altar drraactl. 
To fall when strieken bv a mortal blow . . . 
UafI thou abandciicd emrtht regained the sky. 
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And found again, like Cleopatra's pearl, 
A fertile spring of passion and of joy, 
Which one day in its billows will consume . . . 
"Hey! hey! Parbleu!" a voice cried. "Here 

he is!" 
" Come in," said Raphael, " I've had a little 

snooze ! " 

1831. 




NAMOUXA 
Ax Obiental Tale 



FUUrr CANTO 



A woaum Is like ycwr shadow ; run after it, it flees ; Af 
from Ity it pursues you. 

The sofa on whidi Hassan was aslerp 
Was of its kiml an admirable thing! 

It was of bearskin, sliagf(\\ soft* and deep, 
A most luxurious a>udi for slumbering. 

Noble his attitude, yet nuist sedate; 

Naked as Eve ere she the apple ate. 

II 

\Vhatl naked, you will say, and felt no sin f 
Naked — and with the seciHid word— oh, 
shamel 

Kxcuse me, sir, my stor>' I befpn. 
Just as mv hero from his liathing came. 

I cra%'e indulfpmce for him, nay, demand. 

Naked was Hassan, naked as your hand. 

HI 

Bare as a siK-er diA, or convent walL 
Bare as th* academician in 



t . • w 
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My lady blushes, says 'tis scandal all 1 

But, madame, why should you incline to 
preach, 
When breast and leg proclaim a perfect mold 
When all is known, a tale by all men told? 

IV 

She says her feet her carriage-step must press. 
Must cross the bridges when the wind is high; 

Who sees the foot, the leg may surely guess, 
How charming is that foot to roving eye, 

I, counting Uttle in the world, repeat. 

She loved too well. Are lovers all discreet? 



WTiat crime is it to set one's self at ease. 

When one meets tender love — ^and it is warm? 

Naked in comfort, well the chair agrees! 
Believe me, lady, for there is no harm ; 

You, were you mine, so soon therein should lie; 

Your cry, not loud, would break and feebly die. 

VI 

In the beloved, what can we fondly love? 

The silk's soft texture or the tinsel light? 
The bracelet's gold, the perfumed comb above? 

No, madame, 'tis yourself, more fair and bright 
Than costume's weapon; and our joy unvext 
To conquer first, to strip off armor next. 
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VII 

Except hypocrisy, naked is all 

In heaven, on earth, and everywhere below; 
Children, divinities, the tomb, the pall; 

All hearts, if beautiful, their beauty show. 
For this, our comedy, the hero, quite content. 
Is naked, madame, so you may consent. 

VlII 

Prevailing silence, perfect in this tale. 
About his arms, about his ivory feet ; 

His loss the Naiad wept, green-eyed and pale; 
Deep in the bath were hardly hcanl to fleet 

Deep flowing waters, and with many a stop 

Sang the bronze faucets, trickling drop on drop. 

IX 

The sun was sinking — the September sun. 
Sad month with us« but month without a peer. 

For all that gilding orb showers blessings on. 
One foot could touch the cfaamberHloor, and 
here 

He lit the opium in the amber bowl. 

Liking to sleep, regrets vex not his souL 



Although few feet he stood, not tall, but short, 
A man he was, I think, of no small fotw; 



NAMOUNA 65 

His character he hid, enough his port; 

The trade-mark little, but the make was scarce, 
Proportions fine, his mother, one had thought. 
Shaping him small, had sheer perfection wrought. 

XI 

Opinionated, indolent he was; 

Quite straight, well-groomed, a face of olive 
hue; 
Patrician hands, a haughty look, because 

The nerves were firm; black beard and brows, 
and these 
Of alabaster, and superb the eye. 
The hair? All word on that my lines deny: 

XII 

That vanity in Tartar lands they shave; 

However, Tartary was not his home. 
A renegade, himself to France he gave; 

A swindling knight to riches late he clomb, 
And flung, as tatters, idly on the sea. 
His faith, his title, nay, his family. 

XIII 

Gay was he, but agreeable to few; 

A neighbor to detest, yet comrade firm ; 
Xone vainer, graver, found in all the crew; 

His frankness was a sham, a very worm. 
BlasSj acute, and insincere, a dread — 
Forget not, reader, all that serenade. 
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XIV 

Doo JuADt he sang beneath the balocmy 
A wofult melancholy, doleful song 

Of love, of sorrow, and of misery ; 

Not to such waitings do these times belong. 

They gaily trip with agile leap and spring. 

Caressing words, that rise on love's own wing. 

XV 

Upon the sweet, perfidious instrument, 

A languor, while the mocking notes keep tune 

Derisive with the lay on grief intent. 

And sfieering laugh and jeer Uie mourning 
rune. 

Now that should give deep pleamire, you believed ; 

The truth — deception and a love deceived* 

XVI 

We weep, we laugh, and innocent are we 

At once, and guilty, {lerjurrd oft, mayhap. 
When merely tricked oiirseh'es; and bkxMl yoa 



All shed with unstained hands. In nature*s lap 
Are creatures ill and good of mingled mold. 
Sudi Hassan, such the worM, the young, the old. 

XVII 

A fine, good fellow, sure be seemed to be. 
So very good, yet overmuch the child. 
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And when he swore, " I wish," a stone was he I 
His coat he changed, and though his mind was 
mild. 
Failed not the last and worst, or best, to do; 
Mere water first, to very rock he grew. 

XVIII 

Fickle are fancies! Strange caprice! He bore 
Unusual things with no good grace. A fly 

Upon the ground he could not trample o'er; 
But if at dinner he should only one espy. 

Such folk would suff^er, four or five be slain! 

Talk now of good men, talk of bad again I 



Assert, withal, in loud, imperious tone. 
That I, an author, must the heart expl( 

The heart, the human heart for law alone! 
Whose human heart? Of one, or many more? 

My neighbor's has its frame, its being's stamp; 

For me, morbleu! my heart's the guiding lamp! 



This life belongs to all ; the one I lead. 

With all the devil in it, is a life. 
" Then," comes the cry, " yourself, naught else 
we read. 

The hero, you ; this stage your scene of strife." 
Not so, dear reader; one can lend his nose. 
The next his heel, a third — a secret will expose! 
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XXI 

*' A monster, then, a freak you will display; 

You form a child that never father had/* 
No father! When, like Tris5)otin, this day 

I bore him at my publisher's, ej^ad! 
Besides, is jxitcr est quern nuptifr 
Latin I si>eak, and for forgiveness cry. 

XXII 

Considt the jurists, nuxlcni and antique; 

One always is, quoth Uridoison, tlie son 
Of some one. Dark or fair the child, or weak. 

Consumptive, dwarfisli, palsic^tl, eyes Init one- 
A fine tiling still to have the ImU* U^frot. 
Mine's not historical, and this no blot. 



Ill 

Consider, too. that I have stolen naught 
In anv lihrar>'; and while our %'erse 

Is of the Orient. I have tH>t souf^ht 
To prate of that. Ytni'll find tlie tale no worse; 

The Kast is vast and far! (ireat wcmden rise 

From memor\*. and travel dims the eyes. 

XXIV 

If with mv brush, one oidv stroke, I buiH 
A blue-nM}frtl city or a mo!M]ue all white, 

A rlmning picture, silver, gold, or 
Illusion of tall minarets to bright. 
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Horizon far and red to match with sky, 

How could you answer, " Sir, in faith, you lie! " 

XXV 

All this, dear reader, you may bear in mind. 
And kindly grant me favor in return. 

Eccentric is the hero you will find; 

His passion was to be eccentric. Learn 

Dear madame, all the truth of angels here! 

" Tartuffe, where are they? " Truth he tells, I 
fear. 

XXVI 

Hassan is one on whom we ne'er could count. 
Nor would I try to make you friendly mates; 

His heart an inn where stairways do not mount; 
His very friend knows nothing, ne'er relates 

A tale about him. Hard, indeed, to write 

Of feelings lost beneath the pillows white, 

XXVII 

No relatives had he, nor courtesan; 

No dog, no cat, to talk to or caress; 
No bond of union with his fellow man. 

No outward source of joy, or bitterness. 
To say my hero was a haughty lord, 
*Tis too unskilful, really, *pon my word. 

XXVIII 

To say that he's mysterious and morose, 

Would not be true ; in fact it might be worse. 
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Indeed, by all that's banal or jocose. 

Such epithets are but a foolish curse* 
Since Tni his father, let me say my prize 
Looks like a picture, and has lovely eyes. 



He neither Clod nor devil feared. To say 
Such words is hazardous, if not untrue. 

To say he*ll please you woidd be speaking gay; 
If I keep silence 'twill not trouble you. 

The onlv term that will describe the 

Is, he*s original ! 'tis no disgrace. 



Would (fO<K to whom is possible each thing. 

I might be justified for all I say. 
My law is truth, and Kc*tions none I bring. 

If Hassan arts unset*mly, night or day. 
So much the worse for him alone; for, see. 
Should Hassan's follies glance and fall on mef 



However little 1 be known to men. 
You see a hero whollv different. 

Now some prrtciuiions I can sure maintain 
To conduct delicate in hours I spent 

With my own mistress — peaceful hours; 

I know not, bear me witness heavenly po^revvt 
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How such as I could dare to broach the tale. 
All full and dark with rank atrocity; 

Even now temptations haunt me and assail. 
For greater glory ; bravely put it by, 

And bum the stuff I would, in faith — ^yes, but 

Upon posterity my eyes I put, 

XXXIII 

Hassan, I said, was born, no doubt, in France. 

But how, at twenty, could the boy believe 
By what absurd and dull extravagance 

That women are but toys ; and how conceive. 
If one were found and suited to his youth. 
If kept a week, was but an age in truth? 

XXXIV 

This system, you must feel, is quite absurd. 
Since when we say we love, most certain 'tis 

We also say, forever. Who has heard 
That either king or bard considered his 

The right to love, to love them but eight days? 

But then, our spoiled child, Hassan, merely 
plays. 

XXXV 

One day he said : " I know full well my cream 
Is always sour, or half the time at least; 

The vinegar of centuries, 'twould seem. 
And milk, you know, is rare for seasons past. 
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I n love to be a slave*s vile cliain and \off. 
Rather tliaii tliat, I*d be the blaek mairs dog; 



'*()r die licncatli the lash like Imlkv horse. 
Than fear a |K'ttic<)at, and niistrt*ss have 

Who phiys the* role of jailer. What is worse 
Than to lit* known as such a cn*atiire*s slave. 

And sutlVr her to lead vchi by a strin^ff 

Thrashed by a stick is not so Imd a tiling* 

XXXVII 

'' The situation kn(»wn. what to ex|>ect 

He kens* anoints his liack* and Icami by 
use: 

By plded rihlNuis lives lM*fooh^I and wrrckeil! 
Milk-sweetened, f^rtvn the tif^hts, and* taut the 

ncMise! 

AlMuit his prisim runs a wall so fraiK 

If he would han^. he finds n«>r hcM>k nor luuL 

XXXVIII 

** A elininx horrid n>nies to rap his state: 

She nmv In* mild, vet not ver\' iMilite, 

• • • • 

Vet. ei^ht driys < rideiK she will sc*arcli iicr pate 

Her heart's forgotten nooks, in cunning spite. 
To find some lover whom siie kiM-w of oki. 
With scml expansive, leu of iierfect molcL 
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" More sweetness in the soul, in arm more fight I ** 
My reader I remind, as heretofore. 

The hero raves: of shame I'd die, and fright. 
If he supposed that what I now outpour 

Could fail to grieve me; nay, I feel the shock 

When amorous Hassan does his soul unlock. 

XL 

" The more my talent bideth green and hale,*' 
Said Hassan, '' then the more I cogitate. 

If friendship keeps one grain upon the scale. 
Hopeful is memory, suffering yet elate, 

A fervent child sustained by sister's might. 

The mind's eye sees not with the heart's own 
sight. 

XLI 

" Distaste is hatred — cause for hate is none; 

Then why should any one with me be wroth? 
A woman tells you that she weeps alone. 

And I, my tears do make me totter, loth 
To speak. Unfortunate, I need an arm 
To help ; to beg forgiveness were a harmu 

XLII 

" The body I forego, the soul retain. 

And yet, we hear that many fair ones now 

Exist from whom to part we're doubly fain. 
Deprived of all and blighted every vow. 
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A falsehood infamous, ignoble jest. 

Which finds no echo in the goodman*8 breast.** 

XLIII 

The word of Hassan said in self-defense. 
And this, of amrse, occurred in France, what 
time 

He wore that cap up-tilted in pretense. 
Supported by one ear, and then, sublime. 

He sees it dancing o*er the mills, a jig. 

This reasoning small just fits a brain so big* 

XLIV 

To treat of lovt' he framed his catechisms 
As guides and gilt the sophistr}* with care. 

And yet his ncr\*cs could drag him down abysma 
Of pleasure* which wild paroxysms prepare; 

Spasms and inconceivable wild dreams. 

In which he mastered tears, and sighs, and 
screams. 

XI.V 

He trembk*d slightly • turned extremely pale, 
Convulsc*<l his tlmmt, and blasphemies were 
hcanl. 
Low, incoherent, and of no avail. 

No more; his mistress lay quite undisturbed. 
While only this she knew: he gras{)s her arms. 
Lies breathless, strengthlcss, becdleas of her 
charms. 
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XLVI 

Intoxication laughable and vain! 

Succeed by tempestuous delight. 
With showers of madrigals, again, again, 

To coax his fair, although the rhjrme's not 
right. 
He turned to honey, sugar and caress. 
Grew fit for sacrament and would confess. 

XLVII 

Then there existed neither secret deep. 
Nor confidence that could resist his sway; 

All the efiPusions in the world that leap 
And rise to splendor in the light of day. 

Care, glory, love, and hope and life unfurled. 

Made the confessional a little world. 

XL VIII 

A great misfortune to the loving heart, 
The bond of iron which Dame Nature fits 

Between the soul and body lest they part. 
I am astounded that our God permits 

A Gordian knot for Alexander's ire. 

Fling down that iron in the withering fire I 

XLIX 

Though they be foes, yet hand in hand they go. 
Ail long as our world lasts, and side by 
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As move the Roman soldiers on the foe. 
" Thou evil dost/* one said. " Thy fault.*' re- 
plied 

The other* Wretched host, more wretched 
f^est! 

A lie, to say what is, is for the best. 

L 

The proof is, the unanswerable proof. 
That this world's liad, is that we breathe 
therein. 

We make a new one for our own behoof 
Quite other, stran^« absimi, and not akin 

To that the only one of genuine worth; 

Untit to last one instant after birth. 

LI 

Yes, doubt not this that pleasure cheats the boy 
Whose* siHil is drunken with tlie senses* wine; 

Who seeks in kisses tiniiil sensual joy; 

Betrayed is she w1m>, like ycHU)t( Klfride fine. 

Drops her heart's key in foaming torrent** rage; 

But happy all who tranquilly engage. 

LI I 

Like our old Vizier with the Sultan*s chikl. 

To keep *twixt him and wcxnan, riiining 
swonl ! 
The foulest alUrs blest if not defiled t 

The bay man is lueky, seems oontcnt» Riloff«d 
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If pleasure endeth dull I the courtesan 
Beholds no tears upon this smiling man. 

LIII 

The chasm is deep and very smooth the slope! 

Our mistress, whom we love with ardent art. 
Plaintive comes in with love's caressing hope. 

And whispering, lingers, laying heart to heart. 
The man is weak, and grand the woman's might. 
Where path of pleasure is, whose torch is bright. 

LIV 

Poor mortals we! and who so yields his heart. 
Sooner or later will lament the deed. 

The cup is brimming ; he who quaffs will start 
Laughter and pity, nor his trembling heed. 

So is the world, and knowing danger's deep, 

I say in sorrow, better boundless sleep. 

LV 

A sleep with dreams! And beautiful is life 
When dreams divine into its saddened eye 

Pour rays enchanting, stilling every strife. 
Fresher than dews, the children of the sky. 

Like birds that fly above at night, our dreams 

Defy, unharmed, reality's dark streams. 

LVI 

Ah, were it always possible to dream! 
But our somnambulist with outstretched hand. 
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Meets nature's stout, unyielding iron beani« 

And bemts his head against a braien band! 
Frames coats of armor, proof to any firel 
Feeds love like hunger till all craving tirel 

LVII 

Manon Lescaut is with the opening scene 
So living and so human and so true. 

We say we know the portrait — aye, have been 
To see hen Ileloise is but a view, 

A shadow which, we liking, don*t believe* 

Ye dreamers, tell me, whidi of us deceive? 

LVIII 

Why thus parade these specters of the light 
Before the airtain as wc lie awake. 

When here on earth each dream of weary night 
Must fade, witli all desire fast bound to stake. 

An eagle wounded, all his sands are run. 

With outspread wings and eyes upon the sun. 

LIX 

Manon, thou female sphinx, thou siren fair. 
Thrice feminine with panniers on thy side; 

A Cleopatra, yet more debonair. 
Thy book, they say, is but the ashman's pride: 

Yet thou art worthy, and Cleomenes 

Le» beauty shows in all his Venusea. 
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Even as Tiberges wearies, you amuse; 

I love and hate thee, and believe in thee. 
What strange perversity! Our life unloose 

For gold and pleasure ! Life and destiny 
In thy least words, mad woman that thou art ! 
I'd love thee yet, wert thou a living heart! 

LXI 

Reader, I think I'm in my dotage sere. 

For all I say, irrational it seems; 
Now when I say a good thing, 'twill be dear; 

I've made a hiatus with foolish dreams. 
I did intend to be more explicit. 
What was I saying? What the devil was it? 

LXII 

Oh, here it is I That Hassan with a woman 
Was most effusive ; he'd have all, or nothing. 

I must confess, 'tis plain to any sloven. 

Where'er the body goes the soul is coming; 

The one is smoke, the other a clear flame; 

The one is lust, the other a good name. 

LXIII 

I know not even what was Hassan's creed, S 

V 

Nor if so bright a soul had e'er co^fesse4# 
Nor in what manner, when so^^ft^L of gireedj, .., 
His one-time mistresses his soul distressed; ^ 
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Nor what he thought of them — nor if his grief 
Had made him curse their love and friendship 
brief. 

LXIV 

But finally, not knowing what to do. 
And ill at ease in front of his tall glass. 

He read '* The Arabian N ights,** where sultanas 
slew 
Sultanas daily, and it came ti) pass. 

Enamored of Arabian girls, this man 

Became thenceforth a faithful Mussulman. 

LXV 

On the first of every nnuith a wily Jew 

To Hassan brcmght two maidens sweet as 
honey; 

At end of every month, their dutii*s thnnigh. 
They got a bath, a breakfast, and sornr money. 

And being clothed, were tent into the street. 

And thus their education was complete. 



I XVI 

Thus lusty Hassan, several times a week, 
(ia%'e up his soul to pleasure's nis\* betl. 

He spoke in French (he cindd not Turkish 
speak). 
And with strange viands he was comforted. 

An old Egyptian was his janitor; 

This grim dueiwa oped and doaed the door. 
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LXVII 

Now this may seem most extraordinary, 
To feed on virgins almost night and day. 

It seems that Hassan, on the contrary, 
Believed his life was commonplace, though 

gay. 
Therefore in his belief we let him be; 
He wants to sleep, when loving valiantly. 

Lxvni 

Sleep will not come, for sleep is sometimes coy; 

Instead, sweet reverie of soul and sense 
Comes with the open eyes, to sleep destroy. 

It is the languorous joy of indolence. 
That when it leaves you, you will think you slept. 
And rise to lif e^ pale as a spare adept. 

LXIX 

It is the soul's sleep, while the body moves, 
Smokes, yawns, and communes with unwear- 
ied thought. 

One feels himself alive, and yet he loves. 

Would speak of loving and of love be taught. 

And with small effort he could find the den — 

I think some folly has bewitched my pen. 



In the dark hollow of ;3ome wild ravine, 
A round fat peasant rubs his heavy paunch, 
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And curling dote to sleep, to snore, is seen; 
And toward his center all the points will 
branch. 
He turns to ruminate? — ^to snore away his wine? 
Well, sure, whatever the truth, his state's divine. 

LXXI 

Go, reader, eastward to the Holy Louid; 

Beneath your feet some happy men you see. 
Old smokers sleeping fast on wall or sand. 

Where the Jews* citv one time used to be. 
These men can die. or live, nor yet complain. 
For they are beggars who like gtxls remain. 

LXXI I 

Seldom tlicy speak, all sitting on the ground. 
Naked, in rags, their heads against some 
steep. 
Their pockets empty — nothing, not a sound; 

Call you a dog they might, so let them sleep. 
Don*t crush them; they would ne*er complain, 

protest; 
Despise them not, as good as you at best 

LXXI II 

The first point in Mahometan! ty. 
Stupidity is happiness. Now why 

Not make that point a rule for 
Those who deaenre are many, I desery. 
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Who all would happy die, suspecting naught — 
Again barbaric phrase — again I'm caught. 

LXXIV 

They say, Mahometism, I regret ; 

I had to rise to find my dictionary; 
Before I looked, the verse was firmly set; 

I timied about, my pen had slipped from 
me. 
And I had trod upon it, and in rage 
Blew out the taper and tore up the page. 

LXXV 

You see, my friend, how far my frankness goes : 
My hero naked, I, I'm in my shirt. 

I tell you candidly of many woes. 
Domestic sorrows. What would I assert? 

I really think me like a man accursed ; 

^neas and Anchises — I'm the first! 

LXXVI 

iBneas, out of breath, strode straight along; 

His wife was ever loitering, falling back. 
" Creusa," said he, " linger not so long I ** 

She answered, " Wait, I must my garter 
tack/' 
" Tie it and tack it. Follow quick, my dear; 
My father, old Anchises, fails, I fear." 
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LXXVII 

My reader, this you now must comprehend, 
Ancfaises is my poem, and my wife C reuse. 

Who lingers, is my muse, does not attend. 
Will wander, lose me, heedlessly confuse, 

Stop|K*d by pebble, charmed with butterflies. 

Shall we arrive, advancing in sudi wisef 
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JEne^LS. none the less, has nct^l of wife 

Apart from her, a body minus schU; 
Anchises old the Inirdcn of his life. 

While reddening flames anmnd Troy*s ram- 
|mrts n)ll. 
But if Anchises gnuins, Creusa lags behind; 
lie stops to gaze — wtmt man could be more 
kind f 



SECOND CANTO 

What it love * llir rirhanKr of two (mncic* atid the cvii< 
Uct of two cfiidemicm. — i'iiAMri>aT. 

I 

In truth, though idiot mimb may contradict. 
When one in poor, it pleast-s one to write. 

Thereby pass time, with less of interdict 

Than playing cards; thiM saving lioiMir bright 

It is a trade, and, after all, no wane than 

Kept mistnM, lai^yer, or a onaehman 
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II 

Verses I love, as the immortal tongue 
Of spirit utterance, if blasphemy. 

To love them unto madness, said or sung. 
They are of earth, a heavenly alchemy; 

They come from God to us, by love begot. 

The world it hears them, but it speaks them not 

III 

You know it well, you who with eager face 
Assail with scalpel every living thing ; 

You take your poet to some secret place. 

To hear your soul with his sweet music ring. 

Like tracing tears on loved one's billet-doux, 

And hear her voice that therein speaks to you. 

IV 

Ah, yes, it is the heart which speaks and sighs. 
Gives meaning to the words the hand will 
write; 

The heart alone gives worth to all we prize; 
If we would move, the heart must still indite. 

Carving our verses, critics, may you feel 

The pleasure they assuredly conceal. 

V 

What matters their true worth? The Muse is 
fair 
For madmen even, for the very weak. 
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Would we her power to bless us sure ensnaref 

By loving her I do the secret speak. 
The poet is in heaven: when lifting jrout 
He first descends, ere you can mount the Uue. 

VI 

Come now» fall to, unravel distaff skein I 
Pufft pufft to swell the frog into an ox I 

Before you read and cry, ** This I maintain.** 
The mischief analyze, that bnt unlodcs; 

And in the future unbelievers must 

Seek well their Christ in ancient Ubr'ies* dust 

VII 

And when was printed book aught else« or more« 
Than day-dream told within an instant*s 
flight; 

A bird to warble, fly, and swiftly soar; 

A rose, we scent its sweetness, far from sight; 

A friend we meet for question and reply. 

Now listening* talking now, and then good*byf 

VIII 

To-day for instance, I have ta*en the fit 
To rhyme the story whidi jrou're now to read. 

ShaU any scoff with mockery of its wit? 
Make it iU fault when verses lame proceed? 

You tell me to my face that BsrroD is 

My modelt and know not that Pulehi ts. 



NAMOUNA 87 

IX 

Read all Italians and behold him steal. 

To no one aught belongs, but all to all. 
The ignorant, the schoolmasters, may feel 

Self -flattery when they run about to bawl 
The line which other bards could not invent. 
To plant a cabbage shows a mimic bent I 

X 

Laforet never learned the alphabet; 

What lusty knocks his name has always dealt 
To busy rabbles who discuss and fret! 

Moliere discovered how Laforet felt. 
Contempt of human kind lay in his grin 
At new-bom persons shaped the crowd to win. 

XI 

To him Moliere read not the new Alceste. 

Had I drawn him, Laforet should have heard. 
For epigram and wit he had no zest; 

The higher strains celestial had concurred 
To thrill his heart; from Molifere's heart they 

came. 
The twaddlers get the leavings — such my aim. 

XII 

Why is it lovers wake all night and day ? 

Why, then, should poets love their aches and 
pains? 
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What would they ask to have for ample pay f 

One tear, O Lord, their failing heart mstaini; 
This is their heaven ; their glory, eloquence. 
Alike are irenius here and love intense. 



Canto the first is done. I have reread^ 
So ill-explained is all I had to say; 

Xo word I wrote I would indeed have aaid« 
If any plan had shown the pen the way; 

Vexation, anger, and disgust will choke 

Me : truth is, I have made attempts to joke. 

XIV 

Two rou^ live upon this patient earth. 
One fierce as Satan, like a viper cold. 

Audacious, proud, a mimic fnun his birth, 

A heart scarce thn)hhing *neath a bark*lik0 
fold 

Xo human passicMi .seems to palpitate; 

Beneath a sober cKiak thev lie in wait 

XV 

Ixiving himself, defiling without kwe 
His victims, wishing ever to be loved; 

Watching his shadow on the dial move; 
Seeing his inmge in the spring unmored, 

A new Xarcissus, seeing his cold heart 

Mirrored in others* pain and deadly wamrt 
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XVI 

god, himself; all that he does or says 

Is adoration to his Ego s shrine. 
'Tis to himself he ever sings and prays, 

And thinks that others think him half -divine. 
He allows the world around himself to move, 
Its arbiter, whom none can dare reprove. 

XVII 

Lawsuits nor scandal do not trouble him; 

He throws damp sheet on others' hopes of 
joy; 
The world must humor every passing whim. 

And every mistress is a passing toy. 
He feeds on virtue, and then calls it " jade '*; 
Deception and seduction are his trade. 

XVIII 

None has discovered that small thing, his soul; 

He spends his life to hide its inwardness. 
He laughs, and weeps, the sands of life unroll 

What's left of him, but women in distress, 
A costly jewel such as soldiers have, 
A wooden cross upon a nameless grave. 

XIX 

^ut all is hushed when he appears in state. 
Clarissa blushes, and would fain delay. 
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How handsome and how brilliant I all en fHe^ 

But cruel if he can not have his way. 
Hell speak of suicide ; show gan or rope. 
Clarissa yields to save this misanthrope. 



O heartless proflif^te! () specter double- faee<L 
With timer's jaws and vulture*s talons grim! 

Fee<ling on flesli not Iieretofore disgraced. 
Disdaining those who have no love for him. 

Saying to nmnkincK I will gfi the pace* 

^Vnd would be Caesar, were he not Lovelace I 



Ask him not if he finds happiness. 

He knows it not; he is what Ik* f^iould be. 
He dies in silcncr : not one fond care^is 

To bid (toilspcitl into eteniity. 
I vow some bnites more tender are witlial 
Than our Don Juan, this ravenous human 
jackal! 

XXH 

Yet in biography this sliining star 

Stiuients will study with their Iniming eyes; 
The critic Kol)crt«>n will havr a scar. 

And give his lMM)k to chikirt*n as a priie. 
His crimes will blacken many a lurid page. 
And bum the bearta of many an after age. 
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XXIII 

Thus this French profligate is still more lewd 
Than the cheap lovers of the poor quartier^ 

Carousing everywhere, to find wine good. 
Using his riches as a golden snare. 

Lecturing his father, calling him a fool, 

Such is this graduate from Vice's school. 

XXIV 

Such is his vanity, there's one more great, 

More musical than Mozart ever dreamed, 
More handsome than Beau Brummell, on whose 
pate 
The crown of dandyism brightly gleamed. 
Such is the portrait, that he did not finish. 
Whom Shakespeare in our day would not 
diminish. 

XXV 

The second sits in meadow grasses deep, 
Thoughtful as love, handsome as genius is; 

His mistress near him has just gone to sleep; 
Just twenty, his young heart has felt the kiss 

Of love — fruit of the tree of life abloom. 

Must he, like Christ, while loving, suffer doom? 

XXVI 

And there he is, bathed in a woman's tears, 
Facing sweet nature fair as he is f air^ 
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Feasting on love, with strange ecstatic fears. 

For life and love are fiercely clasping there. 
The happy girl, she lives for him alone. 
As clings the ivy to supporting stone« 



XXVII 

There he is asking why his heart replies 
With tears ti> every thouglit, or fond desire. 

Fondling his mistress, to her wish complies. 
Wanning her heart with love*s divinest fire. 

He would give gold to those tliat weep and 
moan. 

For in their happiness he sees his own. 

XXVIII 

So young and handsome *fieath a sky of fame. 
At twenty ridi as nii.siT with his iMiard, 

With heart of ho|x.* to win a splendid name, 
Belovc*d hy alK an (i|M*n -heart cti lord. 

Candid and fn*sli, his ycHing heart like a flower. 

Where'er U-stowetl, is maiden's richest dower. 



X 

So is he txiw; divine what he will be; 

What fate can he fort*told for fortuiie*s child f 
I^>ve swears to lie eternal: destinv 

Mav interfere and drive mi breakers wild. 
But poetr>\ meantime, in golden rliyme 
Sings of his golden hair in tones sublime. 
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The palace his; the serf, the champaign wide 
Are his ; the forest, stream, and mountain blue 

Have kept the name while up the echo hied ; 
The hamlet his, with flock of pallid hue; 

The monks, and should he pass that village dim. 

An angel, rising, hastes to go with him. 



Four daughters of a prince repeat his name; 

And if for mistress he desired a queen. 
Three palaces or more he could then claim; 

A Jew turned bald, who had his pleasures seen I 
No loss could man detect if he should fling 
His harvests to the birds by wayside spring. 

XXXII 

The man, in taverns, loves the clam'rous din 
Of charcoal-burners seated by the stoves; 

The dust will blacken beard and brows and skin. 
And trembling, eyes with luster spent, he 
roves, 

And rolls beneath the street-lamp^s glare. 

Cloak torn, face bloody, elbows black or tan. 

XXXIII 

Behold him jump upon the golden stair. 
Some den to seek when boudoir he has left. 
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To kiBs with ardent love some strumpet*! 
Before Elvira, weeping, heart bereft. 
Straining her eyes to aee the truant thief. 
Has ceased to wave her lamp and liandkercfaief. 

XXXIV 

Now catdi him, lackey to a chambermaid; 

He hides, a shivering lackey, 'neath his frill; 
Now watch him, strong, c«)l(l, calm, and staid. 

Fling down a father in the gutter*s chill. 
And leave the old man and those stains of blood ; 
The daughter, stained, Ixfcomcs a monster*s food. 



^ « r 



What say you then? Perhaps you liad believed 
The world had dealt simie wound- tlie heart is 
pnaid ; 
That lR*re we have a Lara still deceived. 

And that this man, nK>re worthy than the 
crowd. 
Discerned that aspiration all was vain. 
And as its tiate met hate, disdain, disdain. 

XXXVI 

Your error, sir. No person ever breathed 
That less supfiosetl himself oblivi<Hrs prey; 

He ne%'er knocked Init slie with smiles was 
wreathed. 
Has never felt inconstancy*s fuU sway. 
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Has never seen that serpent where he trod, 
The long-lived serpent, friendship false to God. 

XXXVII 

What now? Such as he is, the world's his 
friend ; 

He loses not his property or rank; 
He sits 'fore God, while all look on, commend; 

No one but sees how deep in sin he sank. 
His genius known, his famous words they con; 
But wait, the fellow bears a name — Don Juan. 

XXXVIII 

Don Juan, the name resounds within my mouth; 

Mysterious name, that takes the universe, 
Not understood, but spoken North and South; 

The greatest poets oft the name rehearse, 
Keep it in mind and meditation late; 
Make bird thereof and seem to grow more great. 

XXXIX 

Absurd am I! What am I doing now? 

Was it my turn to speak to them of thee? 
Great shade ! Canst tell me whence thou comest, 
and how? 

With all their blasphemies and truths you see 
Not one but liked thee, and I too could sing. 
As good Blondel when rescuing his king. 
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XL 

Oh, who will fling me on thy courser dun? 

Oh, who will lend the enchanted mantle's aid,^ 
To follow thee and weep, corrupting one! 

Unroll that list with murder foul overlaid. 
That list of loves so full and yet so bare. 
Which thy hand peopled with forgotten fair. 



Three thousand charming names, all feminine I 
Not one thou hast not murmured, shedding 
tears! 
That fire cif love consuming, not divine, 

Whidi at thy death thy veins destroying, 
sears; 
Thy soul« forgotten angel, seeks to rise 
On wings too weak to nuxmt unto the skies. 

XLII 

And yet they loved you, all those silly girls; 

l^pon a heart like Hint you pressed them then; 
The wind which took you thence around them 
whirls. 
And vet thev loved Don Juan, the worst of 
men. 
And planted kisses on this love, a breath 
For him this Ufe — for them a wretched death. 

* liephislo mad Faott tmveling In a migic cloak. 
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XLIII 

But you, vile specter, what did you with them? 

Ah, massacre and horror 1 you loved too. 
Expecting ever some fresh sun to gem 
New lives when weary nights your love out- 
grew. 
At evening saying, "Now, perchance, 'twill 

beam " — 
Old man, awaiting, watching for day's gleam. 

XLIV 

Asking of forests, and of seas and plain. 
The morning breezes, every hour and place. 

The woman of thy soul to still the pain 1 
Thy earliest wish, a dream, a shadowy face. 

And digging through a human hecatomb. 

Despairing priest! nor find thy goddess' home. 

XLV 

And what your meaning? This the world can 
ask. 
Although three hundred years have run the 
round. 
The sphinx with piercing eyes is at the task; 
Those eyes can count the time, and earth can 
sound; 
They move, their compass in the sky extends, 
But of your meaning no man comprehends. 






• * 
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XLVI 

Where then, they ask, that woman all unknown. 
Who only could have checked hii courser's 
vein ? 
She whom he cmlled, who came not, lurked akme ? 
Where hml he found, when lost, and whv com- 
plain ? 
What knot of power to bind them fast, and set 
His mind so firmly where most men forget? 

XLVII 

Was there not one, a nobler, finer far 

Among the beauties, who in certain way 

Posse5ise<l sf>nie feature of his shadowy star? 
Why should he not keep her? Which one, you 
say? 

They all resembled, but *twas never slie; 

Don Juan IcMiked on, ** She's Uke ** — away was 
he! 

XLVIII 

l^ntire<l you scour the earth, both tower and 
town! 
The phantom vain, Ckxl sent to be with >*nu. 
Your foot not yet has gained nor trampled 
down! 
YiHi are no eagle, soaring in the blue, 
l^nfed, nor like the bolt of thunder loud. 
Which strikes not, hiding in its angry cIoimL 
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XLIX 

Say, have you slandered this most stupid world, 
Which stared at you with its dull, frenzied 
eyes, 

And seen deformity for beauty hurled 
Adown the mountain climbing to the skies? 

If so, you are forgiven, if e'er you suck 

The fruits of grim reality you plucked. 



The blue-eyed maiden on the ottoman 

Fondles you sweetly in her perfumed arms; 

From princess to the peasant-girl you ran. 
Despised nothing in the way of charms; 

Dwelling with courtesans, I heard them tell. 

Seeking a diamond in a muddy well. 

LI 

You ran through Paris, Naples, and Madrid, 
Running from palace to the vilest slums. 

Despising money, traveling where bid. 
To feast on women ; eat the juicy plums 

That grow upon the branches of desire. 

And feel the heat of lust-consuming fire. 

LII 

Ever you found the hideous truth inwrought 
With floral garlands and deep-burning vows; 
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Eveiywhere, with the eternal hydra fought. 
Of pa^ion, that no breathing space allows. 
You see the raging sea beneath your feet* 
And think your pearl is tliere; that it is sweet. 

LIII 

You died in hope your love, so infinite. 

Would leave no trace on earth of tears and 
blfxxl. 

Your barren love fought forces recondite, 
Vaster than heaven and no more understood. 

You lost your iK^auty. youth, and genius too. 

Seeking th*ini|x>ssible that nowhere grew. 

LIV 

One day there came to you a dreadful guest« 
And as you griis|K*tl his cold, extended hand. 

You fell exhausted at your ampk* feast. 

And straightway scmght old Charon s grisly 
strand. 

Xo longer will you raise your brimming cup. 

And drink to beauty, for your game is up. 

LV 

And now, dear reader, you can recogntie 
I'nto what depths unfathonuble descend 

Those dreamers big with love's, or lust*s, em- 
prise, 
ril say one word, and then you'll comprehend; 
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What Don Juan loved, Hassan would wildly 

win. 
What Don Juan sought, Hassan believed not in. 



THIRD CANTO 
Where go I ? Where am I ? — French Classia, 



I swear before high Heaven, my only wish 
Was but to tell a story of two loves. 

The subject of this tale, my only dish. 

To please the reader who likes turtle-doves. 

I've let my pen run on, upon his life. 

Wishing to capture dreams out of the heroes 
strife. 

II 

Here you will recognize my worthy chief. 
My wild Byronic ravings on the table, 

At once too prosy, rambling, and too brief. 
The poem and the plan, the hero and the fable. 

But all go wrong, and thus the reader saw 

A dish cooked on one side, on t'other, raw. 

Ill 

The drama, truly, it is not my bent ; 

I want to know what figure I'd make there. 
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And in whmt manner I might pitch my tent, 
\^lien I have seen so many failures, where 
Veterans and princes, raised by lofty thought. 
Have fallen in failure where the>' glory sought 

IV 

My friends advise nie now to end the lay. 
To cut tlR» chords of my resounding lyre. 

Send Hassan aiMl Nainmina to make hay; 
But still tiR* stor%' lives, and Tm no liar. 

Since in its place I can not write it dotiii, 

I'll tell it, and electrify Uie town. 



A youthful Mussulman a mania had 

Of buying, ever}' montlu two girls enslaved. 
Three times lie would embrace them — this his 
fad- 
Then set them free ert- they were more de- 
praved. 
Free from all chain, and with a purse well-lined. 
Then he'd Iniy others, as he felt inclined. 

VI 

Now, tlicn. it happened that a fair young maid 
Was stoirn at Cadiz from a merchant rich; 

Abductetl liy a pirate, who nia<le trade 

In slaves of gt^ntle blocul and beauty, which 

Would pay the risk of an impeding chase. 

And jrield high profits in the market-pkee. 
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VII 

Hassan loved Spanish maidens all his life; 
Though this one charmed him greatly, he'd no 
thought 
To take so sweet a maiden as his wife. 

He blandly told her that she had been bought 
For pleasure only; but he'd set her free, 
That she might once more her dear country 
see. 

VIII 

She let him do his will, prepared to go ; 
But the poor girl at heart was wounded 
sore. 
" Why should you banish me, why wound me 
so?" 
Thus, loving him, she did her lord implore: 
" Say what the matter is, my heart is thine; 
Is your heart nothing, having taken mine? '* 



IX 

She sought the port, in silence sat her down. 
Holding her little bag, but could not speak; 

But when she felt upon the ocean's crown 
The vessel move, the mighty masts to creak. 

Her heart grew faint, and at the wild waves' 
leap. 

She lowered her veil and then began to weep. 
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X 

It happened^ then, that six young Africans 
Enteitfd a market, with their arms in chains; 

On silken carpets of the caravans 

They lay at ease after tlieir journey's pains. 

The crowds surge round to see the cages filled 

With bartered flesh, awake or slumber-stilled. 

XI 

By double chance Hassan appeared in riew; 

Namouna rose from out that sweltering bur; 
"' Tm fair/' said she unto the grasping Jew, 

*' Sell me for something dearer, with false hair. 
And as I wish not to l)e recognized. 
Paint thou my face, and Til be doubly priied.** 

XII 

The Jew was gracious* for \w paintetl lier. 

And even dianged Irt briglit but scanty 
clothes. 
** Now S€*\\ me," sai<l she, pnHid as Lucifer, 

To think !i)H**d fuui a n*5it for all Imt wfies. 
Again she* slnMik Iht chains within the cage. 
Hoping that IIassan*5s si ml sJie would engage. 

XIII 

She conquers that fell ravisher of liearts; 

Hassan redeemed NanvHma with his gold. 
Then from the golden cage she swift departs; 

As Hassan s slave once more has she been aoUL 
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And that sweet night on Hassan's couch she lay. 
In recompense for all her misery. 

XIV 

" Thy flesh is whiter than a Nubian slave. 
Thy form more graceful than some women's 
are; 
Thy soul is subtle, from some distant grave 
Namouna has arisen like a star. 
Art thou that mistress I embraced of yore? 
Said Hassan wildly. " Answer, I implore I 



XV 
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I am indeed Namouna," said the girl; 

I loved you, and returned to meet my fate. 
I joined the slaves owned by a Jewish churl. 
That chance would make me once again thy 
mate. 
Then pardon my disguise, for, loving thee, 
I must be thine, or leap into the seal " 

XVI 

Hassan was pleased to find his slave again. 
And felt indeed that woman has a soul. 

Adventurous, subtle, and that turns amain 
The destiny he would alone control. 

Self-love is poor, and if we love no other. 

We bear a loss from which we can't recover. 

DaoBMBCR, 1832. 




DOX PAKZ 



I 



I hjid been hAppy, if the grncrml ramp, 
Pionern aiid all, hj^l Usted her sweet body. 
So 1 had nothing known. — Othkixo. 

I NEVER liked those prudes, I must ennfess. 
Who would not to the Prado jfo alone. 
Whom a duenna, as they move alouff. 
Follows as muleteer his amhliuff mule. 
They wear their knees and lips in many prayers. 
And on the stone more pale, in their distress. 
Than if they trod on snake with naked foot. 
Or murderer with noose aroimd his neck. 
Indeed, these women, livinf^ such a life. 
Bear hearts hereft of all noble aim — 
Have neither heart not entrails. But I swear 
Both on my head ami bones, and will confets. 
They're worth five times as mudi as intrigantes 
Wliose time is spent in balls and rendcsvouSv 
Who shrewdlv hide in muff a billet-doux. 
Who tie a ribbon round a willowy waist. 
Or throw a silken ladder from a balcony. 
Or follow the imbrofflios of wild loves, 
That« Uke mushrooms, grow in a single night ; 
And yet so charming! 'Tis a madness bom 

ISi 
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I 



I hjid l»rcn happy, if the i^mcrml ciunp, 
Pioiirrm Jiiid all, hacl Usted hrr tweet body. 
So 1 had iHHhing known. — Othrlxo. 

I NEVEE liked those prudes, I must confess. 
Who would not to the Prado gt) akwie. 
Whom a duenna, as they move along. 
Follows as muleteer liis ambling mule. 
TlR*y wear their knees an<l lips in many prayers. 
And on the stone more |>ale, in their distress. 
Than if thcv trod on snake with naked foot. 
Or murderer with noose* around his neck. 
Indeed, these women, living such a life. 
Hear hearts liereft of all noble aim — 
Have neither heart not entrails. But I swear 
Both on my liead and bones, and will confess. 
They're worth Ave times as much as intrigantes 
WIm^sc time is sfient iu balls and rendesvous. 
Who shrewdly hide in muff a billet-doux. 
Who tie a riblMWi rmmd a willowy waist. 
Or throw a silken ladder from a iNdconv, 
Or follow tlie imbroglifis of wild lo%*es. 
That, like muslinMmis, grow in a single night; 
And yet so diaruiing! *Tis a madness bom 

los 
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Of two dark eyes and but a slender waist; 
A fierce mustache, a waltz or sugar-plum, 
But, oh; the bitterness of after-fate. 
For in their nets fall many a noble heart. 
Better for such that, like a statue cold. 
He pressed a marble sweetheart in his arms. 
To warm the stone with kisses; better far 
To meet a famislied wolf in forest wild. 
Than be a victim of disordered love. 
To prove my statement, I will tell a tale. 
And so without preamble will begin. 
One day in simimer, 'twas in gay Madrid, 
If you had strolled in early morning hours 
In San Bernardo Square, you would espy 
A crimson lattice of a stately house. 
And if your brain by curious thought was 

moved, 
You might have gazed therein and seen 
A spacious chamber with rich furniture. 
Gold candelabras shedding softest light, 
Carpets and hangings, decorated walls, 
A table with the remnants of a feast thereon. 
Wines, many bottles, and a mandolin 
That seemed vibrating, for 'twas lately played. 
Just like a woman's bosom that vibrates 
After the giddy dance. The household slept. 
The moon was rising, and its tender light 
Gilded the trefoil on the Spanish arms. 
Touched the pale velvets of an upper room. 
Mingled its silver rays with golden flames 
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That lit a chamber in whose dull reoeis 
Where on a bed of rose and amber wood. 
Had you looked sharply, reader, you could see 
A tiny foot thrust out beneath the coverlet 
I grant you, Spain is vast, her women fair. 
But }*ou might search her lordly homes in vain. 
Cities and villages without success. 
To find a foot to match this (leerlcss one. 
So small was it, that e'en a child could take 
This apparition in its two anall hands. 
Reader, be not surprised if 1 should say 
The lady who possessed it was more beautiful 
Than poets* dreams. She hail an oval face. 
Sculptured like Venus; with creamy skin. 
Two eyes of midniglit blackness, raven hairt 
An AndahLsian licKiy, long and slim, 
A radiant cmuitess who was l)om to love. 
The open curtains nniiid the lK*auty*s couch 
Revealed her swooning in her lover*s arms. 
Moist eyes, and anns inert, in her all breathed 
I^ve*s languor, fairer made her face appear. 
Rolleil in her hair were head and heaving breast. 
While on her UkIv nianv a trace of fire. 
An<i purpleii dieeks, and dr>' and parched lips 
Tliat pn*5»c-<I each other still with empty kiss. 
And big with love her heart, not failing, tired, 
Revealttl the nuulm^ss of fierce passion's night 
Near bv her, lover's eves caress and seek 
The living e>'e his tender mistress bends 
On him. Ardent his amorous mouth. 
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And rendered kiss for every bursting sob. 
So sped the time, while on the street the light 
Of morning, whitening, came to break the 

gloom, 
And sounds were heard from convent-bells 

swimg slow. 
The Ustening youth was up with one swift leap, 
Had put his hand on cloak, then on his sword ; 
Beholding then his beauty drowned in tears, 
" Come, dearest, kiss me once, and say good-byl " 
" Already! " " Bahl I mean to come, my sweet. 
To-morrow, at the stroke of noon. Adieu I " 
" Don Paez! she is sure a happy girl. 
The gay one for whose side you hasten now." 
" You know, you naughty girl, the castle waits. 
The gay one waiting is my sentry-turn." 
" Then why so early hasten to your round? 
Some fearful oath it is that binds you fasti " 
" One kiss upon your dainty foot 1 I go 1 " — 
" One moment, now, a bed of rosewood carved. 
And flowers, a mistress in an alcove snug. 
All that counts nothing, ah, my cavalier. 
Against a sentry-box beside a waUl" — 
** How fair that shoulder! Oh, my darling fay! 
One more sweet kiss! " ** Oh, how I am be- 
fooled 
By you, a shabby boy! " " My heart, good-by! 
And now give up that silly pouting mood. 
To-morrow we have holiday. A ride, 
A promenade?" '' The English mare is tick." 
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** Good-by, ind may the devil take the maret ** 
'* Don Paex, love, another moment stay ! '* 
*' My chaimer wants to pick a quarrel now? 
Ah, could I touzle all that hair so well 
That all to-morrow you would comb in vain ! ** 
•*Gol Leave me, wretch!" " Adieu, my love I •• 
His mantle drawn about his face and mouth. 
Away he went. The mom had ffronn apace. 
Along the streets he strode, his gt^lden spurs 
Made clattering noise which quickly came and 

went 
Oh, in that season prime of verdant strength* 
When our hot youth, a sturdy, growing tree. 
On all throws shallows, niad and horizon, 
Happy that man whose hand may toud) and pat 
The neck of some swift stallion, or caress 
A doting mistress and her glittering breast« 

II 

Don Paez, all armed at the arsenal. 

In silence marelics out U'liiiid the forts; 

Vou see a dot no more. He smokes and smokes 

Kn route from hour to hour; when trumpets 

sound. 
His answer mingk*s with tlie diallenge wikl 
Which tnx)|Mrrs, auiti*tl gray, go sliouting round* 
Near by, ami|>anioris warlike, Inrre and there. 
Are sleeping, muflknl in their nuintic folds. 
And acme at diet, talk loud and brag of kive 
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And wine too much, and many a jest profane 
Is heard. Here one, while reeling, tries to tell 
Some vicious tale about an honest girl; 
Another head on board would hum a tune» 
Another lifts the dice with eyes askance, 
And with a throw amiss he grits his teeth; 
While now, a man back flings his drooping 

plume. 
Talks big and strong with curses, while he pulls 
His reddening beard, sharp cut, a crescent shape. 
And pouring, wrist a-tremble, drinks and drinks 
The king's good health like some fat chorister. 
A tallow candle in a comer drips 
And totters when the fists and table meet. 
Loud are the brawlings and the insults fierce 
And bravos greeting wagers made and lost, 
When one speaks out, " The king's brave men 

are you. 
Brave volunteers and cavaliers, and I 
Pronounce him coward, knave, and traitor thrice 
That will not claim, proclaim, and recognize 
That in this cursed land, from Burgos south, 
The fairest maid is Dona Cazalez, 
Of gay Seville, and she my mistress is." 
These words, thus spoken, raised a frightful din. 
And every convent window shook again. 
Not one but bragged of many gallant feats; 
Not one but gabbled of a woman's lip; 
She had a foot, or else a pair of eyes; 
A waist incomparable, or glossy hair. 
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Don Paez then erect and silent watdied 
/\nd smiled, for with infatuated hearty 
As ne*er could keep his eyelids closed without 
His mistress* image seen, hlack-eyed and fair. 
*' Messieurs," cried out the first, our red mus* 

tache, 
'' The little Inez has the softest skin 
Whereon so far I've rul)l)ed it with this beard! ** 
*' Sir,** quotli a neif(hlM>r, lowering to a frowut 
*' You know not Aralxrlla; she is dark 
As jet." ** And as for me, I can*t cite erne." 
Crial (Hit another, "Three there be.** " Mv 

m 

Imivs,** 
Said vellow lH>nieman fn>m a lK*d of hav, 

•* You break niv alcvp. Mv dn*uni was of niv 

• • • • 

girl!** 
** And sure, my little Imwd,** they answered, 

'wlior* 
The fellow yawning, .says, **()r\-ado 'tis; 
My Juana« slie in San Kenianio lives.** 
I)«)n Vafi beard; it was (t^nrs band, we think; 
A feviT sei/c-tl bini, and be bit bin lip. 
** Inipnidcrit wonis let IcMise. my i*avalier! 

I Hav vou an* a liar in vour t(*etb! 

• • • 

YcHir Juana of (>r\*ado ban one man. 

One master. L<M>k on me V(H1 wisli to know!** 

** Tbert*'.s some mistake, it M-ems. ** the lK>netiian 

crirs. 
** WIm/s wrong f .She's mine, this counteas who 

is yours! " 
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"You/* shouted Paez, "stable blunderbuss! 
Do you draw sword, or must we ask you to ? 
She yours, you say, Don Etur; know you not 
That like a dog her shadow I pursue? 
What I have done, think you it could be done 
By that faint courage marked upon your face, 
When I am bleeding still with sufferings 
Which leave a pallor spread upon my brow? '* 
** No, no! But yet I say the serenades 
And flowers have cost me hundreds of gold 



coin." 



" Brother, thy tongue is fresh and quick at lies." 
" My hand also is quick, and rough to feel." 
" Then let me feel it. Have a care that mouth 
Ope not again, or I may cork it tight 
With poniard, traitor, that it may drive back 
Hell's foulest falsehoods that will strive to pass." 
" Ho! He who prates with all this arrogance 
Must, in default of right, maintain his cause. 
And when have we the fair one seen? Last 

night?" 
" This morning? " 

" Certam your lip 
Has not so soon the trace of kisses lost? " 
" To you I come to spit them in your face! " 
*' And here," said Etur, " is a thing unknown," 
As, with the word, he bared and showed his 

breast. 
Don Paez saw upon his heart a lock 
Of hair, back folded 'neath the locket's glass; 
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But when his glance, more terrible and fleet 
Than speeding arrow reached that gift of dread. 
Swift he recoiled in anguish and in hate. 
As in the arena, stung with spears, the bull. 
*' Young man," he shouted, *' have you any- 
where 
A wife or mother? I)o von trust in God? 
Swear, by your (iod, by mother or by wife* 
By all you fear, by all your soul may have 
Of purity, sincere and generous faith. 
An oath, that l<xrk of hair is v<Hirs, and vourt 

alone ; 
That bv no theft it*s fmni mv mistress taken; 
Not found, not cut away in ctuirch, at mass!** ^ 
** I swear! " he crictl, " by pi|K' and pcHiiard toa** 
** Then good,'* he answertil, taking him aside. 
*' Come here, I grant ycm have a valiant soul; 
Valor enough have you to strike tlie woman 

down? " 
** Brother," said Ktur. ** thriw onmigh I have 
To give full |>aynicnt to all bnikcn oaths.** 
** You see that one of ilh must die — 'tis fate. 
Then swear we must that he who livt*s one Imur 
And sees the sun to-niorn>w nK>niing rw. 
Shall sUv Juana dOr^ado! " * lie it done! ** 
The horsc*man cried. " SIr* dies! for truth 
Is it, she is the cause of one man's death.** 
No wish, or talk, or further disicinirse bent« 
He spoke this wonl and brandished dagger 
drawn. 
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As oft in summer, in the grass new-mown, 
We see two wolves that stir the drying leaves, 
Stop face to face and stand them tooth to tooth, 
Rage drives them on, and for the while they turn 
In circles moving round, and each the other waits. 
Their thin swords quivering near and near. 
The rivals scowl with grimly piercing looks, 
Meet on the rampart's edge, and crossing blades. 
Begin in fury deadliest assault. 
A murderous flash oft lightens from the steel, 
The while, by gleams of torches flickering. 
All stand and watch the uncertain tricks of fate. 
They, mute, and gasping onward to their death, 
Attack and push, and prompt to parry, thrust. 
With taunts as fierce as clashing of the steel. 
Hot-blooded Etur slashes right and left. 
But Paez, far more cool, keeps parrying, 
Even as a cormorant fighting with its wing; 
He held himself behind his trusty sword. 
The wall a strength, and one could surely say 
He found a friend in somber gothic wall, 
Where lantern lights fantastic convent stone. 
He waits, and Etur, now, with bounding foot, 
Like young jaguar he leaps upon his foe. 
Then leisurely he touches him, and jeers. 
As though to make him leave the parapet. 
The fight was long. For more than one lost 

thrust. 
Another gained its mark and was returned. 
Soon from their armor oozed a bloody sweat 
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From serious wounds, and still the fif^t went on. 

Seeing no chanct* of respite in the fray, 

Don Paez siM)ke: *' Your turn/* said he, ""has 

come. 
Brave fellow! and may (vod your soul forgive. 
My thnist, miscarried, was a vicimis one; 
It was a thnist to hn*ak, at single blow. 
Both head and neck, had it encountered vou.** 
Etur avoided it, and l)<>n Pacz*s sword. 
Foiled in its pur|M)sc, hn>ke u|)on the soil. 
Then suddcnlv each sci/cd his eneinv 
Like to enihraciiig of long-partitl friends. 
Luck and ill-hirk! in vtrv hate thev clutcheil. 
So tiglitly gripping that they almost died; 
And scanx* thrir hearts c*tiuld In-at in the embrace; 
For spair thiy in this grapple nivdnl sore. 
Fearful enihracr! whrn* rithrr onlv wislial 
The <>p|H»rtniiity to tal.i* a lifr; 
Wherr each U:u\ hoptti tn lonv his enemy 
Sound his death-rattle-, if he rattlitl tcio; 
Thus straining ritrvi* and nniM*K\ thi-ir mouths 

foanicei 
In thr (hatii-grapplt* like ennigeil lH*asls. 
Fearful i-rnhractl The vimngiT dieil in it. 
lie hhuichc^l and gmaned. hung limp; ami it was 

tiiMught. 
Wln-n that they tried to tlrag him to the doort 
Thev ne'er nmld M-ver him fmm tlie embrace 
Of his antagonist, stieh was his grasp! 
Thus died Ktur de (fUatiaxse. 



'I* 
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Love, thou world's plague, folly detestable, 
Linked to the sensuous by so frail a tie. 
And yet to sorrow by a hundred bonds. 
If by the wiles of heartless womankind 
Thou dost inflame my blood, poison my soul. 
As from a wound one plucks the desperate blade. 
Rather than be a coward, to suffer it, 
I'll pluck thee out, even if I should die. 



Ill 

My brother, you may know a certain street 
Where stands a home; no doors, neglected, bare. 
And near the barriers ; no sign of life 
But ragamuffins mauling some poor dog; 
No panes in garret windows which the wind 
Is breaking, while they like cobwebs hang; 
The gables crazy where the lizard creeps 
To sun himself, no movement more than this. 
Even as we often see by marlpit's edge, 
Old women spinning at the set of sun. 
And feebly shaking threads with callous hands. 
They droop, let fall their chin upon their knees ; 
Even so this house, infirm, worn out by time, 
And broken, poor, and rent by very shame. 
Hung cowering one eve beside the way. 
And there Don Paez on the morrow mom 
Betook himself. He climbed the uneven steps. 
Where moss and ruinous time had racked the 
stones. 
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Within a chamber low, the first he saw^ 
He looked about him, hesitating, slow. 
There is no bed within. A reeking smoke 
Alone is proof of life within this den. 
Two chests, some stools which loudly creak 
Whenever any one dares sit thereon ; 
Pitchers and pots, and rags a thousand there ; 
Above the shelf four portraits, hanging vile. 
Of faces made to drive ol<l Satan wild. 
Don Paez cries, ** You woman, where are vou f " 
And o*er the door a woolen carpet hung; 
The daylight pierced it. evcrj'whcre in holes; 
To pull it fnnn the wall he lifts his ami. 

'" Come in/' replies a harsh and grating voice; 

A wretchwl pallet spread with tatters vile; 

A woman, Imre her feet, half bare her form. 

Was lying horrible and pitiful. 

Perliaps she had l)et*n U^autiful of old. 

A fonaanl winter came to smite her down ; 

Iler black hair hung alNivc a swarthy brow; 

To tell the truth, she was a ctnirtezan. 

You might have seen her once in silken dress. 

And all tumetl round to gaze, when with her 

Ulls 
\ji lielisa hmIc on mule caparisoned. 
Then, it was ImlenM and masipicrades; 
Tcwlay, grim iKwerty has cr>nc)ucrrd her. 
The Alcaldes, knowing her aliode ill-famed. 
Leave her to die iNrneath her sciualid roof. 
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Here for a few years she had eked out life, 

And scarcely can maintain a noisome trade. 

She passes for a witch, and people come 

To visit her in secret for her spells. 

Don Paez hesitates at sight of her. 

She lifts her arms to him, makes bare her breast. 

Now even heaving for a wild embrace. 

Thus she allures him. 

Don Paez. Four words only will I speak to 

you. 
Woman. Dost know me? Take this purse, and 

think. 
That which I want from thee is neither tale nor 

lie. 
Belisa. Gold, fine cavalier! I know your wish; 
Some girl of France with beautiful blond hair; 
I know one. 

Don Paez. She'd lose her trouble. 

I have love now but for my hate of one. 
Belisa. Your hatred? Ah, I understand you 

now. 
Your mistress has been wayward and you'd poi- 
son her. 
Don Paez. Poison I wanted first. But yet the 

wound 
Made by a dagger is more deep, more sure. 
Belisa. My son, your hand is feeble yet; you'll 

faU 
In taking aim. My poison safer is. 
Behold how red; it makes one want to taste 




120 DON PAKZ 

How gfMxl it is; ytnrd say it was cognac. 

Don Pacz. \o\\ see, I would not like to see her 

die 
By |M>i.soii; His too lon^; a suflTcring. 
\\\ Ii2ive to stuv two hours and talk to her. 
Vour |K)ison is the wea|M>n of a dog. 
A eat that mangles, killing wantonly 
Sonic* holpUss rat, as if for pastime slieer; 
And then these* implements, this hitter death. 
This soiiiiing. giLsping hoarse. She is too fair! 
One hlow wouki kill. 

llcUm. And so of me vmi askf 

Dun Pacz. Come, hear me. Are we right to 

tnisl these things. 
These |M»ti(»ns and their virtue f 
Itdim, On this board 

Lies von hrown Ihisk, wherein vou see a leaf. 
Tcuieh hps thcn-to, ami you will straightway 

lean I 
If tales tlu-y tell of philtrrs ean Ik* tnie. 
Don Ptu-:, (>i\e it. CnlNiMim all my soul I 

will: 
This woman, aftt-r all. is all mv love. 
A twig thrv fi\r years planted in a nick 
Holds finnlv win ri we trv to tear it thence. 
Kvf-ii so. Itc'livi. in my luart doth eling 
Ht-sistiriL^^. uild, Irnpassioniil thought of love, 
lint Ihon^di that U*. the hlow niust fall, I femr. 
I tn-mlile at her eve. 
UvHmh. So weak at heart? 
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Dan Paez. Thou witch, my love will kiss, and 

then will die ! 
Belisa. One word I 

Control yourself, and know how great the pain 
To quaff this liquor. 
Don Paez. Die men so? 

Belisa. At first 

Intoxication as of wine you feel; 
Your spirits waver, languor creeps into 
Your brow, your head hangs heavy, bearing 

down. 
And every step it falls, or seems to fall ; 
Your eyes are weary and you sink to sleep — 
A leaden slumber, moveless, dreamless trance. 
The interval wherein the charm is wrought. 
It ceases ; then, my son, your vigor quenched. 
And you more broken than the oldest man. 
More than the withered pines beneath your feet. 
Pines driven by north winds into every ditch ; 
But you will feel your heart to bound with joy. 
And angels coming down to walk as friends! 
Don Paez. The suffering, is it great before we 

die? 
Belisa. My son, it is. 

Don Paez. Give, give the vial quick! 

Belisa. It cometh slowly— death. 
Don Paez. Mother, adieu. 

He laid the empty vial on the verge. 
The balcony's edge ; then, overcome, he fell 
Upon the marble like a soldier fallen. 
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"' Come/' said Belisa, as she drew his form 
Away, **aiid sleep. My arms eiifohl. and then 
To-ui<>rn>w you shall conic to sleep in death/* 

How l)eautiful she is hy ni(M)nl)eains* lifi^tt 
Conihin^ her uiibiini hair on snowy iiei*k! 
Beneath the durk-sonie tn^sses you niij^ht see 
A warrior youn>; and cnmned with helmet hlack. 
Her veil, unhM>sinf(. falls in dnM)ping fohls. 
How Inrautiful and how nohle! How with 

mvster^\ 
Anticipation, and the moment ni^h. 
Send <|uiveriii^ thrills aeniss her naked hreast. 
Slic listens. Now, arraying tliousarul ^h^Ksts, 
The nif^lit, a ser|Kiit. u raps the donu-.s around; 
Madrid is listrnin^ to tlu* muIe-lH'lls rin^. 
And on her sh rpin^ rivir hri^lit lamps sliine. 
*Twould M^in that, uliilr the noises fairiter mhiihU 
The eity ehantfcil, lH*i\imi- a fairirs' honie. 
And all the |M)irits of granite on the towrrs« 
Will-o'-the-wisps u|>on tin* ro<»f*|MakH hunf(. 
A>;ainst her lattiir the senora leans. 
With dreaming hrow u|N»n the (larkeneil panes, 
An<l slii\ers when an eeho from the stoiR* 
I{e|K*at.s v>me ftMit-Uat down the stairway wide* 
How Utnnds a woniarrs heart! emotion *s prey. 
When the one thought that whelms her inmoot 

soul 
Flies, ^rows unc*easin^ly, and fnmi her wish 
Kcooils inconstant as the eliLsive wa%'c! 
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Then memory rouses hope's wild, baffling dream, 
And happiness expected turns to pain ; 
In vain the eye would fathom dazzling gulfs, 
Like those down which great Alighieri climbs. 
Hush! Do you see along that balustrade 
A lamp that turns and to the smnmit cUmbs ? 
He halts, puts out the Ught. A step elate 
Resoundeth o'er the stone and nearer draws. 
Unlock the door, my fair one. Look, and see 
Below the postern pass a dark gray cloak I 
Beneath the portal creeps an armed man I 
'Tis he, Don Paez I Welcome, my beloved 1 
Don Paez. I greet you. May the Lord protect 

and guard! 
J nana. So weary, Paez, or I'm ugly grown? 
You stand aloof. You kiss me not to-day? 
Don Paez. I drank a draft of brandy when 

I dined. 
J nana. What ails you, dearest? Why! The 

door you bar 
And bolt. Don Paez is afraid I go? 
Don Paez. To enter easy is, harder to leave. 
J nana. How pale you are, O Heaven! And 

why that smile? 
Don Paez. An instant since, methought that 

woman's false, 
Betrays her love, Juana, and must have 
A heart of that base metal whence are made 
Bad coins and crowns they stamp as counter- 
feit 
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Juana. I inuy presume your evil dreams have 

come? 
Don Pacz. A dream so singular! To tell my 

thought 
I dreamt that women oft, a.ssuredlv, 
l)o go amiss, mistake wrong man for right. 
Juana. Do you forget me, Paex, where we arcf 
Don Pacz. It is a mortal sin to love two men. 
Juana. Alas! remember that you speak w*ith 

me! 

Don Pacz. Yes, I rememlKT; ves, hv holy faith* 

• • • 

Mv countess. 

Juana. (mkI! What madness strange has come 

To smite your brain, my angel well-lielovcd! 

I, your Juana, I am hen*. That name 

Vou munuunxl vestenlav within these* arms! 

Our oatlis« Par/, our lovi^s wen* infinite! 

Our nights! those radiant nights! No slumber 

then! 
OiU" tears, our cries wvrv lost in frrnzietl joys! 
Ten thousan<I griefs, his memory is dea«l! 
And, as site s|N)ke, her Mift and iHinung hand 
Toiik swift |)oss(*ssion of the young man*s palm* 
He instantly gn*w pale, and windil ilraw hack, 
A child lienuml)e<l, or one who would lie burned. 
** Juana,** he murmured, *' thou hast wilfed it 

so!" 

lib mouth 
Coukl sav no more, alreadv on the couch 
They lay entwined* *mjd burning kisses given. 
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Deep sobs were heaved, as coming from the heart. 

Thus buried in their love so passionate, 

They were forgetting day, and life, and time. 

Like as a pilot on the billowy deep 

Forgets the land when gazing at the sky. 

But silence! listen. Here is tragedy! 

Why that dull sound with cries of anguish shriU? 

Where all was peace? Who has surprised them 

there ? 
What is their terror? Why those dreadful cries? 
iVli, who will ever know? Under a cloud 
The moon hath veiled its pure and lovely light. 
No other witness had the sight but night. 
Which prates not of the secrets of the dark. 
Who, then, will know it? For myself, I think 
The tomb safe refuge wherein hope expires; 
Where for eternity both arms are crossed. 
And where the slumbcrers do not awake. 
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I low gcxxl it is : yi nrd say it was cognac. 

Don Paez. Vou see. I would not like to see her 

die 
By iK)i.Hon; His too long a sufTering. 
I'd have to stav two hours and talk to hen 
Your iM)ison is the weaixm of a dog. 
A eat that mangles, killing wantonly 
Some helpless rat, as if for pastime sheer; 
And then these implements, this hitter death. 
This sohhing. gasping hoarse. She is too fair! 
One hlow would kill. 

Bclim, And ^y of me vmi askf 

Don Pacz. Come, hear me. Are we right to 

tnist these things. 
These |M)tions and their virtue? 
lidina. On this board 

Lirs von hnmti tlask, wherein vou set* a leaf. 

m m 

Toueh lips thereto, and y<Mi will straightway 

lean I 
If tales they trll iif philters ean Ih' tnie. 
Don Ptu'z, (live it. I'nlNiMim all niv soul I 

will: 
This woman, afttr all, is all mv love. 
A twig thiM* ti\r years plant(*ti in a rock 
Hiilils finnlv wlufi we trv to tear it thence. 
Www so, Itrlisa, in my heart df)th eling 
Hrsistitiif. uild. iiiipassiotKiI tlwHlght of love. 
Hilt though that U*. the hlow niust fall, I fear. 
I tremhle at her eye. 

UclUa. So weak at heaitf 
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Don Paez. Thou witch, my love will kiss, and 

then will die I 
Belisa. One wordl 

Control yourself, and know how great the pain 
To quaff this liquor. 
Don Paez. Die men so? 

Belisa. At first 

Intoxication as of wine you feel; 
Your spirits waver, languor creeps into 
Your brow, your head hangs heavy, bearing 

down, 
And every step it falls, or seems to fall ; 
Your eyes are weary and you sink to sleep— 
A leaden slumber, moveless, dreamless trance, 
The interval wherein the charm is wrought. 
It ceases ; then, my son, your vigor quenched, 
And you more broken than the oldest man, 
More than the withered pines beneath your feet. 
Pines driven by north winds into every ditch ; 
But you will feel your heart to bound with joy, 
And angels coming down to walk as friends 1 
Don Paez. The suffering, is it great before we 

die? 
Belisa. My son, it is. 

Don Paez. Give, give the vial quick 1 

BeUscL It Cometh slowly — death. 
Don Paez. Mother, adieu. 

He laid the empty vial on the verge. 
The balcony's edge ; then, overcome, he fell 
Upon the marble like a soldier fallen. 
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*' Come,** said Bclisa, as she drew his form 
Away, *'aiid sleep. My amis enfold, and then 
To-uiorniw you sliall come to sleep in death/* 

How l)eautiful she is hy ni(N)ntK.'anis* liKht, 
Conihinff her uiiluirii hair on snowy nirk! 
Beneath the darksome tresses you mi^ht see 
A warrior youiij^ and en>wnetl with hehiurt black. 
Her veil, unl<M»sin^, falls in ilnNiping folds. 
How iKrautiful and how noble! How with 

mvsterv. 
Anticipation. an<l the nniment niffh, 
Senil quiverin;^^ thrills across her naketl breast. 
She listens. Now, arrayiii;^ tlious4in<l ghosts. 
The night, a s<*r|M nt. u raps the <i(»nirs annmd; 
Madrid is listening Ut thr niuK-lM'lIs ring, 
An<l on hrr slct|iing ri\rr bright lamps .sliine. 
*TwouId set-Ill that, uliih* the imivs fainter smrnd. 
The cWy elian;:rd, lHH*:iriu" a fairirs' home. 
And all the |Niints of granite tm the towers, 
Will-o'-thr-wisps u|Nin \\ir r«N»t'-|Kaks hung. 
Against her hit t let- the sci'iMni Iciiis, 
With <lrraining brow iipnii the dark(-ni*<l panes. 
And shixers wIm n an r<-ho froiii the stone 
I<e|M*at.s vmie foot-Uat tlowii the stairway wide. 
Hi»w iMMinds a Homairs heart! emi>tion*s prey. 
When the one thought that whelms lier ilUDort 

soul 
Flies, grows unecasingly, an<i from her wish 
ijtcon^tant as the elusive wave! 
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Then memory rouses hope's wild, baffling dream, 
And liappiness expected turns to pain ; 
In vain the eye would fathom dazzling gulfs, 
Like those down which great Alighieri climbs. 
Hush! Do you see along that balustrade 
A lamp that turns and to the summit climbs ? 
He halts, puts out the light. A step elate 
Resoundeth o'er the stone and nearer draws. 
Unlock the door, my fair one. Look, and see 
Below the postern pass a dark gray cloak I 
Beneath the portal creeps an armed man I 
'Tis he, Don PaezI Welcome, my beloved! 
Don Paez. I greet you. May the Lord protect 

and guard! 
J nana. So weary, Paez, or I'm ugly grown? 
You stand aloof. You kiss me not to-day? 
Don Paez. I drank a draft of brandy when 

I dined. 
J nana. What ails you, dearest? Why! The 

door you bar 
And bolt. Don Paez is afraid I go? 
Don Paez. To enter easy is, harder to leave. 
J nana. How pale you are, O Heaven! And 

why that smile? 
Don Paez. An instant since, methought that 

woman's false, 
Betrays her love, Juana, and must have 
A heart of that base metal whence are made 
Bad coins and crowns they stamp as counter- 
feit 
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Juana. I may presume your evil dreams have 

come ? 
Don Pacz. A dream so singular! To tell my 

thought 
I dreamt that women oft, assuredly, 
l)o go amiss, mistake wrong man for right. 
Juana. l)o you forget me, Paex, where we arcf 
Don Pacz. It is a mortal sin to love two men. 
Juana. Alas! remember that you speak with 

me! 
Don Pacz. Yes, I rememlier; ves, hv holv fmith» 
Mv countess. 

Juana. (hkI! What madness strange has come 
To smite your brain, my angel well-U'loved! 
I, vour Juana, 1 am hen*. That name 
Vou munnurt^d vesterdav within these* arms! 
(hir oaths. Par/, our lovt*s wen* infinite! 
Our nights! those radiant nights! No slumber 

then! 
Our tears, our cries were lost in frenzietl joys! 
Ten thousan<l griefs, his memory is deail! 
Aim!, as site s|)oke, her s«>ft and Ininung haml 
Toiik swift |)ossession of the young man*s palm. 
He instantly grew pale, and wcndil draw hack, 
A child henumtied, or one who would be burned. 
*' Juana,** he mummred, *' thou hast wilfed it 

so!" 

His mouth 
Could sav no more, already on the cmidi 
They Lay entwined, *mjd burning kisses given. 
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Deep sobs were heaved, as coming from the heart. 

Thus buried in their love so passionate, 

They were forgetting day, and Ufe, and time. 

Like as a pilot on the billowy deep 

Forgets the land when gazing at the sky. 

But silence! listen. Here is tragedy! 

Why that dull sound with cries of anguish shriU? 

Where all was peace? Who has surprised them 

there ? 
What is their terror? Why those dreadful cries? 
Ah, who will ever know? Under a cloud 
The moon hath veiled its pure and lovely Ught. 
No other witness had the sight but night. 
Which prates not of the secrets of the dark. 
Who, then, will know it? For myself, I think 
The tomb safe refuge wherein hope expires; 
Where for eternity both arms are crossed. 
And where the slumbcrers do not awake. 
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Loullfs and f^mtlemciu a cnmetly 

This is; a iiHmicnt only 'twill concern. 

And may no noi»e, no thini^htk^s lady free 

At every pretty line make jH-ople tuni. 

The piece, I frankly nay. is like Molirrr; 

W1k> could 5iay. Nay. My ^riMiin and fMirtms 

these. 
Who read tlie whi>le, with admiration Inim. 

My lords, a theme to suit ymi. if (iod will; 
Two brnthem will for onv sifOMira pine. 
She younff and lovely. I f an actress fill 
The jiart. lev* lovely, panlon. Now, the fine 
Youn^ cavaliers are raneonnis foes 
And draw the sword. Fear not tlieae woet. 

Killing we understand, Init death decline. 

vm 
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But what results the affair might bring. 
You are to know unless to hiss you choose. 
And no baked apples you will kindly fling 
To knock our curtains down, our footlights 

bruise. 
We've done our best, repainted galleries. 
And then reflect, illustrious signors. 
How young the author, his first step to lose I 

Love is the only thing here below which will have no 
other purchaser than itself. It is the treasure I wish to 
give, or to hide forever, as did the merchant who, spuming 
all the gold of the Rial to, and making game of the kings, 
threw his pearl into the sea, rather than sell it for less than 
it was worth. — Schiller, 



Scene I 

{The Sea-shore. A Storm. Lord Raphael^ 
three Sailors. Palforio. A Valet.) 

A Sailor. Help! A man is drowning! Help, 

Sir Host! 
Palforio. What is it? What is it? 
The Sailor. A boat is stranded on the coast. 
Palforio. A boat, just heaven! G<xl guard it 

safe from harm ! 
'Tis that of the Lord Raphael Garuci. 
( From outside. ) Help ! help 1 
The Sailor. There are three of them. 

See them struggle in the angry waves! 




128 CHESTNUTS 

Pal f aria. Three 1 Jesu ! Let*9 run quickly ; tbey 

will pay 
For f our» if we tave one. Liord Raphael ! 
None more generous under heaven! (Ejreunt.) 

(Lord Raphael is brought in by txco Bailors^ 
a broken guitar in his hand. ) 
Raphael. Ouf! 

Were not two women seen in yonder sea, 
BufTeting the waves? 
Second Sailor. Yes, my Ix)nl. 
Raphael. Tbey are two kockI souls. 

If you save them you will please nie well. 
Ouf I (lie faints.) 
Second Sailor. See how he trembles! He will 

surely die. 
Let*s carr>' him in there. ( Thcff carry him into a 

house. ) 
Third Sailor. Jean, do vihi know 

Who tarries in this domicile? 
Second Sailor. It's Si^iora Camarfio, 

Or by my lieanK I die! 
Third Sailor. Tlie dancer f 

Second Sailor. Yes, truly, 'tis the verv same 

who playe«I 
In the Palais d'Amo«ir. 
Palforio (reentering). My friends, if you are 

pleased, 
I pray you tell me if I»rd Raphaers saredl 
Third SaHor. I'm glad to say be has been res- 
cued, air. 
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Palforio. Say, was his lordship carried to my 
house? 

Third Sailor. No, indeed, sir ; he was brought in 
here. 

A Valet {coming out of the house). Noble 
Lord Raphael sends his thanks to all, 

And here is something for to drink his health. 

Sailors. Long live Lord Raphael Garuci! 

Palforio. May God preserve him for his glory 
sure! 

Say, if you please, if our most glorious lord. 

Has oped his eyes? 

A Valet. Many thanks, good sir, my lord is bet- 
ter now. 

Ho, there 1 Go back I My mistress begs you 
stop 

And let his lordship sleep awhile in peace. 



Scene II 

{In the house of Signora Camargo. Raphael 
lying in an easy chair. Signora Camargo 
sitting. ) 

Camargo. Raphael, confess, your love for me 

is dead. 
Raphael. Why do you say that? I am helpless, 

now. 
Salt as a herring! As a man unfit 
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To court yoiu You remember when in Rome^ 

Last year — 

Camargo. Raphael, confess, confess 

That you love me no morel 

Raphael. There! What kind of mind 

Must you have, maclame, to suppose that I 

Can e'er forjfct your favors^ 

Camargo. Is it the real fault of Italy 

That its June sims make love inanistant prove? 

What Strang* face was that, so close to yourSt 

In that wrecked vacht i 

Raphael. What, in my yacht! 

Camargo. Yes, assuredly. 

Raphael. It was, as I suppose, 

I^iura. 

Camargo. No, indcc<ll 

Raphael. Then it was either Cydalise, or Rose* 

Does that difsplcase youf 

CamargiK Not at all. The half 

Of violent love is ahtK>st friendship, sir. 

Is it not Kof 

Raphael. I know not. Where do such ideas 

^n)w ? 
Say. are we ffoing to phili>sophizef 
Camargo. I'm not ill-plematd 

To see v(Hi, for I wantetl vour ciHurnt 
To alli>w nie — 

Raphael. Allow you? What? 
Camargo. To marry. 

Raphael. To marry? 
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Camargo. Yes. 

Raphael. In earnest? On my soul, 

I feel delighted. Go, be married, then. 
Camargo. You will not be jealous, no, nor even 

mad? 

» 

Raphael. No, indeed ; 

And of the new groom, may one know the name ? 

Foscoli, I suppose? 

Camargo. Yes, Foscoli himself. 

Raphael. Parbleul I'm charmed; I like the fel- 
low sure; 

Good family, and he loves you seeming well. 

Camargo. And you forgive me for thus leaving 
you? 

Raphael. With all my heart! Your friendship 
is most dear. 

But, speaking frankly, two years is too long. 

What then ? The history of the heart 1 So swift 

Comes all, and dies like sound, excepting grief I 

And what am I, to tell you this? A brain 

Most shallow. Flies the head, then fly the feet, 

And ere the feet can come, the head is oft 

Aweary, whirling at the wind's caprice! 

We must be friends. Good-by to jealousy. 

Go, marry. We once more may fancy feel 

And love; who knows? If so, join hands anew! 

Camargo. Good. 

Raphael. By Saint Joseph, you shall have 

my hand 

To go to church and mount into your coach 1 
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Long life to Hymen! This my wedding gift. 

{lie kinacM her.) 
And 1 will add to it a souvenir. 
Camargo. Your fan, indeed! 
Raphael. Yes. Beautiful it is I 

As bnmd almost the quarter of the m«K)n, 
(iold-stitehed like i)eae(K*ks. t'n*sli and gay as 

wing 
Of butterfly, inconstant, changing like 
A woman. Spangles, t(M>, of silver such 
As harle(|uin. You keep it, and |K*rliai>s 
*Twill make you think of me; my portrait *tis. 
CamarfTu. The master*s {portrait! Malediction! 

Wm! 
By heavens! what shame, derision, is it now! 
Yiui stupid fool! The snare has caught yiai fast 
I set for vouf Who am I. do v«ni think f 
You talk, and vet vour forehead still is moist 
With vesterdav\ sweet kisses- what a sliame! 
Begone, |)oor hmte! you have only one joy. 
A madman's thinking. I let sUp my prey I 
Had I to gf> lmref(M)ti*tl in the street, 
rd go, (taniei, though youM hide yourself. 
«\nd I should make vou dread mv kive as broad 
As is the sea! My grave is o|)en, yet 
rU steal U'hind your Imck and push you in! 
Whos«) can lick, can bite: and who can hug, 
Can sufTocate. The front of furious bulb 
Within tlK* ring has hut small sliare 
Of such a strengtli as (•od gives dying hands. 
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Oh, I will show, even after years are gom 
Two years of gnashing teeth and sleepless eyes — 
A woman stained, dishonored, all for you. 
With naught in this world, holding off her death. 
But you, your neck to clasp and fondly cling ; 
She had a love unf athomed ; like a twisted blade, 
You can not tear it from the heart, you crush 
The soul. Shall she be cast aside and lost. 
Like some old good-for-nothing shoe? 
Raphael. What eyes ! 

When you warm up like this, how beautiful ! 
Camargo. Oh, leave me — let me go, or I shall 

dash 
My head against this wall! 
Raphael. The wall would hurt you. See this 

chair, how soft 1 
And why so many tears ? My angel, what 
I said in answer, was it then so strange? 
I fancied I was pleasing when I spoke. 
But — ^not a word did I beheve. 
Camargo. Oh, yes I 

And yes! Your speech was very frank. 
Raphael. You thought so, dear. 
You told a tale, and I a story told. 
Compose your thoughts. I love you as that day, 
When first I saw my beauty, my sole star! 
Camargo. My (xod, forgive him, if deceive he 

wiU! 
Raphael. Doubt that I love when I behold such 

eyes ? ( He turns the glass. ) 
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Who made that eye so dark, and mmie 

That InxIv else one drop of milk, my love? 

Parbleu ! That ixxl v, when it breaks awav, 

rU wajifer, passes thnni^h the {>o|k**s gold ring. 

Camargo. (lO, see if no one comes. 

Kaphad (amli'). Ah! What a iH^re. 

Camarffo (alone). That can not be. I am de- 
irivol, an<l he 

Is merry with me. Ah, my step and l<M>k 

And s|K*ei*h pnK*laim my woe! Oh, I am 
mad ! 

Haphat'l {coming; hack). All silent here, and si- 
lent. Uhu without. 

Vour ganlen, faith, it is su|KTb. 

Camarf^iK Now licar. 

Sure tnkriis of vmir lovr are what I wait. 

Kaphail. Tlirvc bliall Ik* grantnl you. 

Camar^n. \ ^o to-<lay 

Tn irav \'i»Mria: will v<mi cfimr uith nief 

NaphtuL This evi-ning? Tlmt 

Is wliv V01I ijiidid mr tn uatrli? 

{*arnar:^n. l.artitia! l.athur! and l*as4*arel! 

/.'/i tiilfi ' iuwin:; in » . Madam?! 

f '."';/■:,'». ( Miiifiiaiid tin- h«»rvs fur to-night. 
» I\ lit iMititia. \ 

Itnnhful. Mv faith, 

llvstf-rics this must Ik-. I'm surt\ niadame. 

(\nnnr:^o. Ymril o»me uith me. of oHirsi*f 

Knphml. To-night? Vienna? So. 

I can not. 
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Catnargo. Then adieu, Garuci! I depart — 
I leave you, and — more luck with mistresses I 
Raphael. Mistresses, and luck for me? My 

word 
Of honor, never had I one. 
Camargo {out of temper). And I? 
Raphael. Dear heart, do not give way to wrath 

again ! 
Camargo. And she — a little time ago? Who 

were 
Those people? Who the woman? You would 

hide 
Some creature, surely. I will go and lash 
Her face! 

Raphael. So fine, my beauteous Bradamante ! 
One moment since, you were a charming girl. 
Camargo. One moment since, infatuated; now 
I'm wise again. 

Raphael. A man stirs up your wrath 

Who does your bidding. I was by ; you bade 
Me see if they were coming. I obeyed, 
Came back, and for Vienna you depart. 
By Christ's cross, tell me, who knows how to act? 
Camargo. Of old. 

When I said to you, " (Jol '* 'twas here, this place; 

{Pointing to the bed.) 
You lay there, and you called, for merc>^'s sake I 
I came not; then you begged, and when I came, 
Approaching slowly, then your arms were strong 
To make me fall upon your heart ! Caprice 
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Becauie comiimnd ; eacli out wsis justice pure« 
Vou uttcretl no complaint, and you, you wept I 
Voiir face turned pale, you hotly cried, and called 
Me cniel woman! Mi.stress then, or not i 
Raphael {thnncing himnclf on the bed). My 

cniel queen, my an>^*l ^kIcIchs now! 
I wait on vou. The lists are hmken down. 
Dare vou to meet me? 
Camargu {in hh arms). C*oId is your love! Ah 

me. 
My Haphael loves no more! 



Scr.xK in 

{He fore the htmite nf Si^nurn (^amargn. The 
Ahlte lltinttihnl Dtxutrrin, ntepping from 

hiM chair. Musicinnx, Chairmen,) 

The Ahln', Ho. there, mv htstv knaves! is this 

the h(Miv* 
Where tiuills the suit! <lans(*UM-f 
A Chairman. Hi^ht tlitrr. my InnI, aiHl op- 

|N»site 

Saint Vin(Tiit\s el(K*k; th«>v' etirtains, tliat you 



Drape her npartmrnt. 

The AhhtK Hen's for vini; thanks. 

This evening is pmpitioiis, and 1 think 
My ardor may at la»t thid its reward. 
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The moon will not delay her rising hour ; 

Nor shall my goddess fail to smile on me. 

One of my sort wins favors at the start. 

And does not dance attendance at a door; 

Nor wait outside to catch a beastly cold. 

Now there, you rogues, what will you play for us? 

Soft, high, or low, or with an amorous strain? 

My ear a dance enjoys 1 My love demands 

A strain in minor key — ^Iieigho! I'll hide 

Under the outside shutter of her room. 

Her bedroom, is it not? 

A Chairman. Yes, my lord. 

The Abbe. Go slowly, softly. 

Now you know the rest. My cruel lot 

A kind of martyrdom that ruins me 

Follows me everywhere. I pour out gold 

For suppers and gay serenades, to please 

My goddesses, and why? Pray tell me what 

I get for it? 

Musicians. Softly, my lord; we'll play a sere- 
nade. (Music.) 

The A bbe. Those tunes are all insipid. 

Sing simply " Belle Phyllis," or " Ma Clymene." 

Musicians. My lord, allegro! (Music.) 

The Abbe. There's nothing there, 

At yonder window. H'ml (Music continues.) 

She is inhuman. Not a sign of life. 

Come, hand me your guitar. (He takes a 
ffnitar.) 

Fiel fie upon it! (He takes another.) 
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ITui! 1 simll HUig. These knaves, 
1 do iKrlieve, eciiispire to injure me 
By sinif iiifi( flat. ( lie mngn. ) 

F«ir line to groaii in bitter Atif^uish . . 

Ilein! mi* mi, U. 

Fur love to f^Mfi ill hitter uiifcuisli . . • 

Mi, ini. (scmkI! 

For lovr I ^niAii in hittiT an^uith, 

For tlicT, ('lyiiH'iir, I niimn ; 

Oh ^ruiit my prAVcr, my own ! 
Dut if not Ml, no more I'll Uii^uith 
Fiir lti%e to ^nifin ! 

What! nnthiiig moves! 
Wliat is she, thtn. to lit iiie wait ulioiit! 
Tetehlni! wr'll srt- ! ( //r Hin^s.) 

For VI mm li tri*ul>)r. IjuIv l**\r 

Raphiu'l {rnmin;; nut of the hitunc and utanding 

on the dnnr-Htep). Ah, ha! Sir Abbe 

Dcsiiicrio, 
At the wnwi^ tiiiu*, parliUii! 
The .ihtu', Wrnii^r time, sir! Not so wrung. I 

put you fiut, 
IVrhaps' 
Kiiphnel, Hy no fiH-ans. Xf>. I leave to you the 

plao-; 
'Tis \\t»rtli thr taklriL'. «»n iiiv wnnl. aiul more, 
Fi»r 'tis «|uitr warm. 
The Ahhi, Sir. sir, to abuse 
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The ears of a man, there's no need of an hour ; 

One word's enough. 

Raphael. Pardon me, Abbe, for I thought 

Your ears Jess quick on that point, by the way 

Mine own had ta'en your songs. 

The Ahhi. Body and head, sir! does your shal- 
low pate 

Require a lexicon? 

Raphael. There, softly, sir! First supper I 
must have ; 

I ne'er yet fought without the knowing why. 

Nor hungry went to bed. 

The Abbe. For one who vaunts so much, my 
Lord, 

I fear you fare but ill. What, then, may you 

Be called? 

Raphael. I'm called the Lord Purse-emptier; 
of heads 

The breaker; and in English, blockhead; 

Likewise the master-killer of abbes. 

For Lord Garuci knows his father sleeps 

Most usually with his mother. 

The Abbi. If there to-morrow night he sleeps, 
he runs 

The risk his wife's a mother without son. 

Where are your lodgings, pray? 

Raphael. Hotel Blue Dauphin, in the little 
park. 

The Abbe. What is your choice of arms? 

Raphael. Pistol, or point, it matters not. 
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Abbe. What hour is most convenient for the 

fight? 
Raphael. The noontide hour. 

{The Abbi boxct, and gt^es baek to his 
chair. ) 
Raphael. That little AbiM* seems to me right 

spr>- ; 
lie's a K<Kxl fellow, and must sup with me. 
I ley, thfre, sir, not so fast. 
The Abbe. What is it, sir? 
Raphael. Vim [M*opIe hasti* as though 
A fever in tlu'ir hrrls t«iok tlitiu (nmi hence. 

Stav, for (icMfs love, till I iM-t'on- vou lav 

• • • 

An algehraic |N>int. Is*t ii^t a fart 
That whosi/iT nf soIkt rnind will see, 
AftiT the table's Jhvs, then vtnnv the lietls. 
As after meat the wine: and. nion-iuer. 
When two g(MNl inni. imt ha'^iii;^ met lii*fore, 
(«o forth to facT ami tight, tlirre\ niort* liad grace 
Displaved than whvw it rains a weneh slioiild trv 
In satin sIkm-s to tiptcte fmm her carriage. 
We*ll sup togeth<T, then, and, by my faith, 
lie more ae(|uainti-d for to-morrow*s work. 
What think you. AbU'? 
The Abbe. Willingly. Manpiis. will I feut 

uitb you. I lie ristn nut uf hin chair.) 
Rat hat I. Alreadv the nuiNieians have arrivrvl. 
And tor the talile llo. Paltorio! iKm^eking.) 
This d«N»r to fonv is bardf-r than a maid. 
Palforio, cloun, tri]K*man, l>ag of guts! 
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You'll see that now they're fast asleep, the brutes I 

{He throws a stone at the window.) 
Palforio {at the window). What's the good 

pleasure of your courtesy? 
Raphael. Prepare a supper, for the hour is 

choice, 
In sooth, to let us in! We'll break your lights! 
Wine-bag, be quick! Pardieul were I as big 
As you, I'd ask that I be placed upon 
My doorstep, or be carried as a sign, 
For then would people know where I'd be found. 
Palforio. Most excellent lord, excuse me! 
Raphael. Come, now, look sharp! 

Stir up your kitchen aids! be quick to act! 
Give us thy choicest wine, thy prettiest maid; 
Put all upon the spit, thy birds, thy fowls, 
Thy calves, thy dogs, thy cats, thy wife, and all. 
Abbe, pass on to joy; and then to fight. 
Good Lord! we'll strike with our Herculean 

might. 

Scene IV 

{The dressing-room of Signora Camargo. 
They are putting on her shoes.) 

Camargo. Ay, let him go, and leave me, but fail 

not 
To come and tell me when 'twill be my step. 
It is the law, my heart I 'Tis very true 
tThat to the loved soul a woman gives 
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Her own; if Dot 8o, why does she conceive 

Desire to return, or fear of losing it? 

How different man^s heart, like tide 

Ebbing from places which most tempted itt 

See how the love of one gniws ever strong 

In woman's breast; the nmn*s love» how it coob! 

The one, as when a horse stung in the breast. 

Madly against the jav*lin presses liard. 

And drives it to his heart until he dies; 

The other* when his side liegins to gape. 

And feels tlie bite of munlennis cv>ld steel. 

Flees Uke a cowanlt and no longer loves. 

Ah, that mine eyes niiglit sinnewliere elsie inflame 

A wound like unto mine in miser\'. 

Then I would Ik! more hnrslu more pitiless, 

Tlian pau|K*r for his dog. after he\s said 

"" For (iocPs sake! ** all day long without a soil 

Am I not handsome vetf Is mv clKH*k wan 

From three nights* sleeplr5isne?is ? or my lip palef 

True, ilinll I am no more famargo! aiul 

Beneath my nnigt* it may Ik* I am pale. 

But no! I*m ehanning yet. It is thy love. 

That time alrt*adv slirivrls and defames. 

False (vanici. and not mv fact* that fades! 

A lM>bbling dwarf uo luorv like IMMrlnis is. 

Than is the conduct of inevmstant love 

To wavs of love all-faithful and secure. 

Ah, from this smiling morning now I know 

Thy treacheriNis heart; for thiHi hast laid it bare. 

We dream of easy pleasure fur the heart 
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In peaceful axdor of la mode intrigue. 

What is it, then ? It is a fondled wave 

That suddenly engulfs us! fleeting mists 

Of smoke caught up and rent by howling winds. 

Ill love departs, true love alone remains. 

Oh! in deep sorrow, as a winding-sheet, 

May he this moment lie asleep ! The thoughts 

Of man are filled with pleasure that forgets ; 

A woman lives and dies for love alone ; 

A year she dreams on what he dwells a day I 

Laetitia {entering). Madame, they await you 
for the third scene. 

Camargo. Is it la Monateuil who to-night 

WiU play the queen? 

Laetitia. Yes, madame. 

And Monsieur de Monateuil, Sylvain. 

Camargo. Then send the letter to Hotel Dau- 
phin. 

Scene V 

{A sumptuous dining-room. Garuci, seated with 
the Abbe Hannibal. Musicians.) 

Raphael. Yes, my dear Abbe, that is how, one 

day, 
I came and conquered signorina, in the year 
One thousand seven hundred sixty-one, 
Of Anno Domine. 

The Abbe. Sad victory! Oh, sad in very truth ! 
Raphael Sad, Abbe? Yes, you're sad with too 

much wine. 
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For Italy* it rhymes with la foUt; 
And as for melancholy, it looks like holes 
In stockings, or a bag of rusty pence. 
People, who have it, drown tlR^mselves for it. 
And rd drown it, in my turn. {lie drinks.) 
The Abbe. And when vou had that beauteous 
Camargo, then you loved her dearly* eh? 
Raphael. Oh, very muchl and then, to tell the 

truth, 
I went about it in a proper way. 
A silver a)in can soften hardest heart. 
It was, at first, the sweett-st friendship life 
From birth to death iniasc^sscs. S(*cirig her 
Before slie n)sc fn>ni In-d in earlv morn. 
Or in the evening whc*n the phiy was oVr, 
What folly, our exchange* of aniorons joysl 
Poor ang(*l ! she was wry pretty. Ah. those dajrst 
After a monttrs satiety, I cvasctl 
To visit her, them ciune rcpnwiclies. tram. 
She moved the heavrns to hold uh\ hut I tied. 
And tluis it was she rallnl nic traitor vile. 
That was the lea.st of!Vfis<\ and so I (|uit 
Thenceforth, avoiding and forgetting her. 
One evening fine, I know not how *twas done* 
The moon was rising brightly in the «iky 
The wind was mild, tin* air of Honn* was inire; 
There was a little grove along a wall. 
A little pathway where we walketl again. 
As formerlv. 
The Ahbi. And so you took your odaliA againl 
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Raphael {breaking his glass). True as this 

glass is smashed, 
My love had cooled, and I had given my life 
To serve that lazy god men Fancy call, 
Who, sad or gay, full face or spare profile. 
Like Punchinello, drags me with a thread; 
'Tis he who holds my purse, and gives the rein 
To prancing steed, a trifler, jealous, false. 
Who hunts at daybreak, Sunday and Friday, 
Sleeps on my pillow mostly until noon. 
I must obey him, though he's light as smoke. 
Catching at trifles, has a craze for days, 
And then at last for lovely womankind; 
But now, in faith, I have no craze for them. 
I have seen so many little princesses I 
The first one, truly, ate me up with love; 
She kissed, caressed, and tossed me all about ; 
But all is o'er, for that one spoiled me. 
As for Camargo, you may have her now. 
If you desire her, but I'd sooner hang, 
Than that my hand should even touch her 

neck. 
TheAbbS. Sad I 

RaphaeL You're sad again, Abb6? 

(To the musicians.) 

Hey, monarchs of the bow, 
Divert his courtesy a little now! (Music.) 
My faith, this music it is very fine! 

{He talks xvhile he walks j while the orchestra 
plays.) 
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Poetry. 
You see, is good. But music sweeter is, 
Pardteul These tunes are very soulful things. 
The thn)at witliout a tongue is no avail. 
There*s Dante's seraphim who never speak. 
For me, *tis music gives me faith in Ciod. 
Push on — crescendo! (live vour Ixildest note! 

Parbleu! 
The AIiIk* is aslet*|). He calmly lies 
Beneath the table like the devil in his 

aips. 
Sweet sk*ep! thou healing virtue of tlu* mind. 
Watch over him. for to sleep when ilnmk 
Is, having fe:tsted, the finit lNM>ti in life. 
Palforin (cnU'riug). My loni, a letter by a 

messenger. 
liaphatl (afUr reading). May Heaven Ikt soul 

confound! 
Say I will go-<and still I can not go. 
Parbleu! I will not, and again I must. 
Tell her to wait for me. {I'rit Palforio.) 
liaphad. Hey, .\bliel on my soul. 
He snort*s like nuul. 

Tin' Ahhf. I^anlon me, madame; 

Was 1 asleei)? 
KaphavL I ley! do you wish to have Canuu'go^ 

friend i 
Vou know she is a U*autv! 
The Abht inMing). Body ainl liead! 
This evening, do you say f 
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Raphael. This very evening. Heax me well: 

she will expect 
My coming before midnight ; 'tis eleven now. 
To represent me, you must take my coat 

{The Abbe unbuttons his coat.) 
Ah, give me yours, 

{The Abbe takes off his coat.) 

You will go 
Right to her dwelling, to a little door. 
Then cough but twice, and wait for a response. 
Now let me hear you cough. 
The Abbe. H'm! H'm! 

Raphael. Admirably done! 

We're of the same stature, as it so appears. 
Then, let's change coats, 

{They exchange coats.) 

Parbleu ! this hypocrite's soutane 
Gives me the equivocator's port and style. 
The Marquis Hannibal! the Abbe Garuci! 
Our trick is splendid. When they let you in, 
They'll introduce you softly, but don't go 
And lose your head then. Take her in your arms. 
But first of all, as though by accident. 
Upset the lamp, lest she should see your face. 
You'll find the alcove on the right; your love 
Savs not a word, so likewise answer her. 
The Abbe. I'll see this fair one, 

Be it life or death; and. Marquis, do you hear. 
If e'er my mistress pleases you, what day or 

hour 
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Vou write me but tliree words, may I expire 
If you do not enjoy her that same night 1 

{Ejtit the Abbi\ Raphael calls to him 
through the tcindou:.) 

Ahhi\ if you wish 
To be taken for nie <|uite. l)estow a kin 
l^I>on the maid aii you tfn in. Ho, there, my 

knaves! 
lA*t some one sununon Cvdalise. 



ScKNK VI 

(At the hounc uf Sigtiora Camargo. Camargo, 

the Abbe. iMetitia.) 

Camargo (enterina). Take off my shoes. I'm 

ehokin/Lf! Was uiy note 
Delivrntl ' 

IMetitia. Ves, niaihune. 
Camargo. What was the answer? 

IMetitia. That he would etmie. 
Camargo, Was lie alone f 

iMUtitia. With the Ahli^. 
Camargo. Wliat is the Abb^ cmlled? 

Laetitia. His ruuiie 1 know not, but he's short 

and fat. 
Camargo. I^aetitiaf 
Laetitia. M adame f 

Camargo. (*ome nearer. Duii*t you think 

Tm ver)* palef 
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I'm positively sick, and look so ill; 
I'm quite a fright; my hair's not even dressed; 
You lace me far too tight ; I can not breathe. 
Laetitia. Why, madame, you've the sweetest 

face of all, 
And your complexion's lovely. 
Camargo. You think so? Raise this curtain. 

Come and sit 
Beside me. Tell me, do you really think 
That for a woman 'tis misfortune dire 
To love deep down within her burning soul ? 
Laetitia. 'Tis no misfortune, when the woman's 

rich! 
The Ahbe (in the street). H'm! 
Camargo. Dost thou not hear 

Some one who coughs? Yet that is not his 

step. 
Laetitia. Madame, it is his voice. I'll ope the 

door. 
Camargo. Pour me this vial over my shoulder. 
(Signora Camargo is for a mxyment (done, 
and silent. Laetitia returns with the 
Abbe, who is dressed in Garuci's cloak, 
then immediately retires. The end of the 
cloak catches an the lamp and it falls.) 
The Abbe {falling on her neck). Oh! 

{Signora Camargo is seated; she rises, and 
goes to the alcove. The Abbe follows in 
the dark. She turns around, extends her 
hand to him; he clutches it.) 
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Camargo. Help! 

Help! It is not he I 

(Both arc motionlcu for an instant.) 
The AhlH\ MiuiariKs a.s I wius frniig hy . . • 
Camargo. IN>lice! Who is this iiianf 
The Abbe (putting hin handkerchief over her 

mouth). Ah, head ami hltNKl! 
My fine hidy, not one wortl. You're my sweet 

prisoner. 

Sereoin, if vou will. 1*11 hold voti; von must do 

• • • 

Whatf'cr I sav. 

( 'amargo (Muff'(H'ating) . Henh ! 

The Abbe. lltar nu! If v<ni wiaJi 

^riiat wc should pass an hour at pullin;; hair, 

*'ris as you wish. I am willing, hut I swear 

Vou ran not pn»lit l>y it. Hest itvsunnl. 

If VfMrre eoniplaisiuit, you will nothing lose. 

Madanir, keep <|uic't. in the name of heaven! 

^'ou'II wound yourself. I firl t«) my rejfrel 

That Tve oltVndrd vou. 

Camargtt {nt riling him xcith the clajip of her 

belt). You are a wreteh. 
Assassin! Help! 

The Abtu'. Madame, lie cmlni, 

I prav vou. .SiiH'Iv vou won't make alann! 
Tn makr thr {N^iplr prattle, f^tidannex comef 
Wr an- a|i»fn\ 'tis ni^dit. and ytni an' wnMijf 
To think ur walk at midnight with no sword. 
Wtun you lia\r midr me rip a valet up. 
Or kill a eiti/tii, am I more kind.' 
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Will not suspicion argue properly, 

That, being criminal, my guilt's complete? 

Camargo. Who, therefore, are you, you who 

talk so bold? 
The Abbe. 'Pon honor, I was Garuci just now, 
But at the present — 
Camargo {leading him to a moonlit window). 

Come. Upon 
Your hfe and blood, make answer! Say what 

means 
This cipher? 
The Abbe. Forgive me, madame, I am surely 

mad 
With love of you. I know not where I stand. 
Ah, do not put on me that mortal wrong 
To think this heart the home of such deceit. 
I was no more myself. My witness heaven, 
That no man labored more to merit you. 
Camargo. Beheve I can, indeed, you have a 

brain 
Half -clouded. Now this dress, whence came it 

here? 
The Abbe. From him. 
Camargo. Him? YouVe committed 

murder, then? 
The Abbe. He's lively— had a bottle as I left. 
Camargo. What game is this we're playing? 
The Abbe. Look, couldn't he 

Himself alone invent the stratagem? 
And see you not that he alone could give 
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The thing I saw, and surely erown my love? 
Who else than he would shi>w your lunise to 

me? 
Ixrnd me these ji^amients, fix so well the hour? 
Camargo. When from my brow athall fallt mh* 

liaphael, 
My hairs Ix^side my f(*et, one after one; 
And wlien mv hands and eheelu shall turn all 

hlue 
Like dmwne<i meirs; when eyes let eyeballs drop 
Amid mv tears— then* then voii will conelude 
That I have sufTeretl riehly, and you'll rest. 
The Able. Hut 
Camargo. What sort f)f man he sends to 

take his |ilart-! 
What miri' is mingled with tin* water flmift 
Into my fair? Lit's mt. now, whieh is writ, 
Thr c*oward or tlir MtK'klicail. in v«iur eves? 
The Ahht'. MudaoM ! 

Camargii, Sonuulure I've Mi'n ymi! 

The Ahht. At the Count 

Cavmr*^tK Sn it was. Wen* it no sliame, 

A pity it uoiilti U' to MX' you thus, 

A misHt rioun: m\ hi art it \*ould revult! 

Ix-t's see. what hacl vou drunk, and in theae 

■ 

freaks 
How mueh nnints drunkenness, an^l impiidenoe 
How niuehf Vou I IN-Iievr, and he alone. 
The player, pieked yiHi as his instrument. 
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But listen. This may to your profit turn. 

Gk), seek and find him ; if at table still, 

Tell of successes, say when he desires 

To lend the Opera ladies to his friends, 

You'll thank him for a damsel. 

The Abbe. The Opera? You would be much 

surprised 
To hear he's supping now with Cydalise. 
Camargo. What! with Cydalise? 
IVic Abbe. Yes, yes. A wager now 

We catch the music should the breeze be strong. 

{They listen y and hear in the distance the 
slow strains of a symphony. ) 
Camargo. True! Heavens and earth I 
The Abbe. And thus he would forget 

With Cydalise, who is not young or fair. 
The pearl of these our times! Ah, madame, think, 
Your winsome charms are thus insulted, scorned. 
Think of the time, the hour, and of my flame I 
Believe your kindness . . . 
Ca7n argo. Cydalise I 

The Abbe. Madame, 

Will you not deign to rest your eyes on me? 
If absolute devotion . . . 
Camargo. You must rise. 

Have you aught strength of arm? 
The Abb6. I say I 

Ca m argo. Your sword I 

The Abbe. Madame, in truth youVe cut your 

hand, I fear. 
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Camargo. What? Pale before the time, and 

fainting now? 
The Abbe. No. no. TeteMeu! You re thiret- 

inf(, then, for hlcNKl? 
CamarfffK AhlKs I will liave lilocxl. Tin more 

at hirst 
Than eniw.s alhin*cl hv noisome c*arcasskes. 
IIe*s there* you sayf Run (|uiek and eut his 

thnmt. 
And draf( the man liefore me by the heels; 
Tear out his heart, for fear he may Iw cured; 
Cut him in quarters, wrap in talile-eloth. 
And brin^ him hrre: and may the hjiflitniuf; blast 
Me if earh wound win not onr kiss for vtni. 
Vou tremble, Komanf Stran/ife mistake to think 
That ycuir ;^(nm1 anp*! bnaight ycni to this house! 
The blotxl atVri^hts you, Init to weave a e! ak, 
A eanlinal's, you ne<-d the (Mijnt of knife. 
My heart so l)i^ you judifi-^i that I could hold 
Two loves at onee, and nt-ither break awav; 
Another ermr. (in'Jit. not ^rval eniHif^, 
My heart f«)r that. The hist love gnaws tlic fir^t! 
The stbbi', Kut, madamt\ really, is it? Doubt- 

h-ss 'tis 
Assassination and the law? 
Camargo, Now here, 

I *pon my knif s, I <|f> l>eseeeh ymu 
The Abbe. ' But 

To-morrow I can tight. Tlie other cmn not be; 
Wait till to-morn>w, mailame. 



FROM THE FIRE 155 

Camargo. If he should die 

To-morrow, and I die? And I go mad? 
And if the sun, beginning now to pale, 
Could never rise above the horizon dark, 
For men have seen such nights on earth of old, 
To-morrow. Shall I wait, and count the hours 
In seconds on fingers, or with living throbs 
Of heart-beats, like to a computing Jew, 
Counting the interest on a loan nigh due ? 
In fine, until to-morrow shall I humor thee. 
By playing heads or tails, and curb my wrath 
At point of pistol trembling in thy hand? 
No, hell and fury! for to-day is ours. 
To-morrow it is CJod's I 

The Abbe. But think now . . . 

Camargo. Hannibal, take me to thine arms! 

By Heaven, I love thee! 

{She casts herself on his neck.) 
The Abb6. By all the fiends! 
Camargo. My sweet love, I implore 

Protection of thee. See, the hour is late. 
Wilt thou deny me? Here, this poniard take — 
Who will perceive thee passing? All is dark! 
The Abbe. He dies, and thou art mine? 
Camargo. This night he dies! 

The Abbe. Before an hour? 
Ah me! I can not walk. My knees are weak. 
I totter! . . . 
Camargo. Hannibal, I'm ready, and I wait! 
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Scene VII 

(At the Inn. Raphael U seated with Rose and 

Cydalise. ) 

Raphael {sinffinff). 

Trivrlin or Scjininioiir,^ 
Fill the Imttotti of til}' cup ; 
If thou drink it hnuiiniiig up, 
I will Mv tluHi >»ip'ftt thy tKMe 
With th>' toei. 

I know not fmin lK*tieatii what pyramid 

Of wine in bottles, or in hrittutiinf; f^laaa. 

The demon who can fuddle nie can hide: 

I still despair of ever tindinf; him. 

Cydalise. Vonr iH^alth, my prince! 

Raphael. Vcmrs, f^fNldess! lA*t*s drink a tout 

to Deatii; 
Five iamour. hv mv faith! The devil take 
My mistresis! Life a ni^^al hi>(hway is* 
Ke jfay, my fellow traveler. 
Cydalise. Sin^ all of you, and I ailiall dance. 
Raphael. Well said, indeed* 

Ah, what a pretty le^! 

{He reclines at Rttse's feet and preludes.) 
I am Hamlet at (>plK*lia*s knet*s; 
My qtieen, my folly's mihler« and her eyes. 
Under black lashes, otiier ffcMk implore. 

(lie sings.) 
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If^ in the grottoes of old Gnide^ 

When Venus* arms about him lie. 

Should hoary Jupiter decide 

To give me immortality. 

And all the glory of a god. 

And all of pleasure for a nod. 

And if such pleasure ne'er could fail'; 

Immortal gods ! although I died, 

A simple hour I'd sooner bide 

At home with gentle Lydia pale. 

How I love this shapely, palpitating breast I 

Ho dancer, to the minuet, and you, 

Some Spanish wine! 
{To Rose.) 

And let your glances flow, too, with the wine. 

For, God be thanked, my reason *gins to leave. 

Cydalise. You're leaving me to dance alone? 

Raphael. My queen, 

That's not well said. {He rises.) 

This table's in our way. 
{He tips it over with his foot.) 

Palforio {entering). My Lord, I can say noth- 
ing else, except 

That for disturbing you I pardon crave. 

The dreadful noise you cause has made the 
folks 

Around my house to ask the cause of it. 

Pray, scream less loud. 

Raphael. Ah, parbleul I will scream 

Much as I please, my belly-bearing host! 

Hallo! hallo! Ah, bah! 
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Palforio. My I^rd, I do entmt 

That you will notice that *tis late. 

Raphael. Come, peace, old pig! 

Remenilwr, Tm an AWk'. Sav a word. 

And you 1*11 excommunicate. Go backt 

You chih-foot! 

{lie singM and dances.) 

Sir AblM-, i»hithi'r dost t*<icA|)r? 
Whithrr nwav. tliv iicrL tn lirrak .^ 

Palforio. Pardon, I \h'h your honor, but V\\ 

call 
The f^uard, if you insist on scn*nminf( tlius. 
Raphael. Take care 

My f«)ot may st-rk thy l>rr<rlu's. 

(He kiikn Pal f( frith) 
Palfnrin. Help! help! 

Tm dt*:id! 
Raphael. Here am I. vmtrt-ltleu! in thy vile 

lll»llS«\ 

And iN'in^ here for plrasurr, will not leave". 
Palfnrin. My lord, rxrnv; this hoiiv liehili)^ 

to me. 
And you shall Iravr it (|uiekly. Ilrlp! Police! 
Raphael ihitriinjn a Infttlf at hiM hetui). Take 

that ! 
Palfnrin. Ah! (llefalU.) 
CffdaliMe. Vou h.ive killed him! 

Raphael. No. 
CydalUe. Yts, vt-sl 
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Raphael. No. 

Rose. Yes, indeed. 

Raphael {he shakes them off). Bah! 
Palforio, here, old pig! None better knows 
Where beggars go at death. I wonder why 
That Satan or old Pluto from the first 
Have kept their fingers ofip his hairless nape. 
Good night, my faith. The knave's put out his 

light. 
FareweU, thou stomach without head! We'd 

better go. 
The watch would make us pay the damages. 
'Tis hard to part so soon. Come, beauty, come. 
I thought him worthy; these decrepit souls, 
In old sheaths rusted, are like ancient blades. 
Cydalise. Peace, they come! 
A Voice. You are wanted. 

Raphael. Here, I believe. 

Led by the Abbe, are the constables. 
My angel, let's not wait ; this secret gate. 
Well hidden, leads us through the little lane 
To my hotel. 
A Voice. 'Tis there! 

Cydalise. O God! If they come in! 

Raphael. Come, then! the jacket! the mask! 

and the hat ! 
This way, this way. GooA night, my Cydalise. 
Cydalise. Good night, my prince. 
A Sergeant {entering). Halt! here are two we 

take. 
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Cydalise. My prince, run — save yourself 1 
The Sergeant. Hold him I 

Raphael. It rains. 

But what of that? Faith! let him run who may. 

{lie jumps through the xcindatc.) 
A Soldier. Scrffeant, we've nothing, for your 

man has leaiKtl 
Riffht thnni^h the window. 
The Sergeant. Follow him fast! What's this? 

The innkee|KT 
Is dead! Now sfK^ed ye! on the assassin fall! 



Scene VIII 

{A street on the sea-shore. Raphael elimbing 
do/ten a lattice. The Abbe in the back* 
grnu nd. ) 



Raphael. A pln>^ie on liars! Hey, give 
Iwiek Miv vt»st! 

Coinradr; where art nuuiing now so fast? 

Wrllf and voiir amours - what of them? 

The .thin / Tishel 

RaphneL I am pursui*d, dear sir. I will ex- 
plain; 

Hut let nw have* mv c«mt. 

The Ahhi\ I lirar tht- huf and er}\ They're 
ealling you! 

Tetehleu! 'tis something great! 



FROM THE FIRE 161 

Raphael. Oh; a trifle. 

I think that IVe killed some one where they 

complain. 
The Abbe. Parbleu! is that a fact? 
Raphael. Later I will explain; but let me have 

the coat. 
The Abbe. The coat? No, by the Lord, I want 

not yours; 
For you the guard would take me. 
Raphael. Oh, what a sanctimonious man! 

{Several people cross the stage.) 
Give me the coat: 'tis well. I'll go and say 
Two little words unto those beggars there. 
The Abbe. Never 

Shall I dare kill that man. {He sits on a stone.) 
The Sergeant. Ho, there! I seek 

For the Lord Raphael. 
Raphael. Unless he sits. 

As birds are wont, upon some chimney-pot, 
Unless he sinks into the ground, or falls 
Into the water, you will certainly 
Capture this desperate criminal. Do you know 
What kind of man he is? 
The Sergeant. Yes, 

I have his full description : A green plume, 
With orange-colored hose. 
Raphael. Really! parbleu! 

You'll have no trouble, and you'll find it play 
To capture so redoubtable a man. 
How much, now, do they give you for this work? 
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The Sergeant. Hm! 

Raphael. Think you, really, 

Vuur captuiii pays you what the work is worth f 
Is the j((MNhiiuii soft, or hani, in K^^'in^ go\di 

The Serfivant, Well, he'd not die K'^'^'^ff • I*'" 

tic more. 
I think nnt on*t. My stomach, not my Imck, 
Is toward mv work. Itcttcr the noose than 

shame: 
And then, the ninn once hanKC'cK ^'e f^*t his coat. 
KaphaeL Not countiii>r l)h)ws, if he should 

draw his sword. 
The SiTfftafit. I have ^<mm| pistols. 
Itaphui'l. Let's svi\ and thenf 

The Sergeant. My sergeant's chil». 
HaphaeL (tCMMl. And thenf 

The Serfieaut. This da>;^er of Tuscany. 

liuphmL Hi>;ht excrllent. And thuif 
The Sergeant, 1 have this swonl. 

linphnel. And thenf 

The Sergeant. And lh<-n! Tve nothiiif; more. 
Raphael {heating him). This for your cries. 
And for your pistol. 
The Sergeant. Aie! 

Raphael. And for your chih, 

Voiir da^f^T line from steel of Tns«*any. 
The Sergeant. Aie; aie! I um ch-ad! 
Raphael. The I.onl Ganici, 

No doulit, is home. This is the way you go. 

{lie pushen him out.) 
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After the fashion of Don Juan is this. 

{Returning.) 
What think you of the rogue? Now let's escape. 
For me, to Rome. 

{The AbbS goes to him and runs his dagger 
in his throat. ) 
Abbe! Abbe! are you crazy. {He falls.) 

I'm out of it. — 
Ah, malediction! but you'll pay for this. 

{He tries to rise.) 
The final blow. I choke ! Ah, misery 1 
One blow, last blow, my dear Abbe! The earth 
Around me turns. Ah, dog of Abb6, go ! 
Or by th' eternal Sire, I'll butcher thee! 
Why tarry there, thou phantom, who dost stand, 
Eyes open wide? 

The AbbL I? I await thy death. 

Raphael. Damnation! Will you leave me here 

to die, 
IJke to a pagan beggar in the street? 
I'll harm you not; come, end me. Just a glass 
Of water, for Good's love! To mother say, 
I give my fortune to my clown, Pippo. 

{He dies.) 
The Abbi. Go! Thy death my life, thou fool! 

Thy tomb, 
The nuptial couch where my betrothed shall lie 
Under the canopy of this cold night. 
Around the lanterns now the owl doth wheel. 
The monstrous sturgeon flingeth from his back 
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The sca*s blue inuntle; silent duth he watch 
Over its mirror vast, the passiiif^ moon. 
Cnnichifif^ aiul tnurm'riii^ low» the sorceress 
With words of I)1(nm1 washes for deviPs dance 
The nukt'd maiden: Hecate, triple-faced. 
Wrinkles her white rol)e on the reedy swamp; 
Oh, hark! The hour strikes, and thus computes 
A step of time nuide toward eternity. 
Sleep, ashes, in the sea, whose memor}\ 
Shall als4) sink to heart of darkest wave. 
(lie thrnxcM the hnlji into the Mt'a.) 
Ve elouds, diseliar^e. to purify this path, 
lA'st the foot slip that pasM\s on the scene. 

SrKXi: IX 

(.// the hifUHv nf Si;^n49ra Camargn^ xcho U at 
thv ithinn, silent. ./ hnc hfUH^king is heard 

at the (Innr,) 

Cnmtin^n. ('4)nie in. 

{The .Ihfie eutern, lie prenentM his dag* 

;:tr tn htr. (\tmnr^n ItHfks at it a time^ 

then risejt. ) 

lie suflVretl much? 
The .Ihhe, Ila! 'twas the work 
Of hut a moment, ere he died. 
Ctifnari^n, What said he? 

The Ahhe. He said the earth 

W;«s lurriin^. 
i \imariru. What I no more t 
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The Abbe. Yes; that he gave his wealth 

To his clown Pippo. 

Camargo. What I No more? 

The Abbe. No, nothing. 

Camargo. He wears a diamond ring upon his 

finger. 
I pray, go fetch it me. 
The Abbe. I can not go. 
Camargo. The place 

AV^here you have left him is not very far. 
The Abbe. No, but I can not. 
Camargo. Abbe, all I promise thee 

I will make good. 

The Abbe. I can not get the ring to-night. 
Ca mar go. Why ? 

The Abbe. Ohl . . . 

Ca mar go. Wretch ! 

Thou hast not killed him! 

The Abbe. May Heaven crush me 

If I have not, in very truth, madame! 
Camargo. Then why not? 

The Abbe. I swear to you, I threw 
His body in the sea! 
Camargo. What! to-night, into the sea? 
The Abbe. Yes, madame. 

Camargo. Then it is indeed for you 

A thing unfortunate, for on my soul, 
That ring I wanted badly. 
The A bbe. Had you told it me, 

At least . . ..J 
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Camargo. Curse tlicel what proof have 

to credit thee? 
U{Mm what hoiiiir wilt thou swear? On which 
Of thy two l)l(NNly hands.' Whereas sign < 

it? 
The thing's not certain, and thou maycst b 

lN)ast. 
Thou shouldst have cnit the hand and brought 

nie. 
The Ahhi\ Madame, the night was come. T 

sea was near. 
And so I threw him in. 
Camarffo. I am not sure of it. 

The Abhi\ Ay, hut, madame, this blade 

wann, and it 
Is hleetling. 

Cnmnr/^o. Neilher hhwKl nor heat are rare. 
The Ahhe. His InkIv\ not S4> tar, some one mj 

trv 
Camargu, The ni>^dit's too dark, the ocean 

tiN> uide. 
The Ahtn. Hut I am pale M-e me! 
Camnrmn. My dear Abl 

Was I not, tiMi, to-niuht. wheti that I played 
The role of ThisU- in tlif oprraf 
The Ahhe. Madame, in name of Heaven!. . 
Camargn. Perhaps, by sran'hing well, you 

find the n»rpsf. 
My window fmnts the 

{Sk€ Uaies.) 
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The AhhS. Oh, she is gone! O God! 

IVe killed my friend. IVe merited the fire. 
I have stained my coat, and I am sent away. 
That is the moral of this comedy. 

1829. 




TO TIIK KKADKR OF TIIK TWO 
IMFAKS WHICH FOLLOW 

An Mors to 1k' ainiisi'd, I svv Uiv rcacUT ^» fi>rth 
Stt'kin>; thi' (i|KTa luni.sc\ tci lirnr a drama of 

uortli. 
Shall Ih: see acting (iiir, shall he hear siuik* iiiustc 

sweet f 
Chaiiees are ten to one if he feels liis |miIsc*s lieat. 

ScHiu s tliat may make him lan^h. or scTnes that 

may make him u't*c-|i. 
S(H*nes that are l»iit a iMire. or liirn amiiseil kei*p; 
These mav Ik- his ehoicH*. or hv vawns at a diiUiuil 

play. 
What thcnf It*s the fashion to ^^o, to while the 

time awav. 

HeatliT. viMi tak«- sot h luek ulien voti huv this 

I{ut then, it ei»sts no more than the !ii*at at the 

nhiv voii tiMik. 
Ih} not In- ovrruriiveil if you tuui it.s Milacr a 

snare. 
Itut U- ennvilcil hv this, von h:u\ not to leave vour 

duiir. 



OF WHAT YOUNG MAIDENS DREAM 

A COMEDY 

CHARACTERS 

The Duke Laertes. 

The Count Ibus, his Nephew, 

Silvio. 

Nm^E. ! '''"■"'• *'"»*^* "f ^^ ^^•^' 
Flora, the Maid. 
Spadille, ) r^^^ .. 

QUINOLA, ) 

^ The Bcene is where you wHL 



ACT THE FIRST 

Scene I 
{A bedroom. Ninon, Ninette.) 

Ninette. It strikes eleven. Good night, my sis- 
ter dear, 

For I must go and sleep. 

Ninon. Good night. Afraid 

To cross the park you must be, with your room 

So far, and it is late. Flora I'll send 

To keep you company. 

Ninette. By no means, for September's sky is 
bright, 

And Bacchanal, besides, will come along. 
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IIcrt\ Kacchanal! 

(She ffocM out, calling her dog.) 
\inon (kneelififf at her priedieii). 

O Chrxsle / dnm /is us it».\,' 
KsjumdiM orfti hnuhin, 
.4tHiirf iiti iHi,rn\ tun 
Ihi nttjt in antpltjH mnrt. 

(l^fidresucM.) 

\inette {returning: flingn herself into a efutir). 
Mv (har, 1*111 dead! 

\inon. What ails vmif What's amiss f 

\inette. I can iiut sfK^ak. 

\innn. I tninhlc as I str you Im-iithiiif; thrrc. 

\inetle. I was. my iK-ar, not thru* hti*|Mi fmni 
vonr <I<M»r; 

A man runs up and lifts nu* in his anns, 

III* kissrs as h(* ran. tlirn sets mr down 

And makes i>tV running. 

\int/n, (ffHwi I^ird! What ran we dof 

IVrhaps \\v was a thief. 

\inette. I think not that. 

l'|>on his shoulder there's a splendid chain. 

A Spaniard's eloak all hned with vclvi>t black. 

And two liii; spur!i that shone amid the ^ris.^ 

\irinfi. This thin>; is far too stran;;e to under- 
stand. 

Ilou any ^enthinan omiKI try such tricks — 

A man in eloak nf Miek tlie de\il. sure. 

Who kncms. my dearf Yes, or {MThaps a idMvt! 
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Ninette. I can not think so, dear; there's his 

mustache. 
Ninon. I'm thinking, tell me, then; some lover 

now? 
Ninette. If he should come again, you let me 

hide. 
Ninon. It may be that papa would frighten 

you. 
Ilowe'er it be, Ninette, some one must take 
You back. Come, Flora, come I Attend her 

home. 

{Flora appears at the door.) 
Good -by, and close your door. 
Ninette. And you close yours. 

{Kisses her, and goes out with Flora.) 
Ninon {alone; bolting the door). Two spurs of 

silver, cloak with velvet lined I 
A chain! A kiss! Extraordinary this! 

{Letting down her hair.) 
I don't look well in bands. My hair's too short. 
I guessed it right, for father is the one. 
Ninette is timid. He could watch her pass, 
His daughter; plain enough that he may kiss 
His child. My bracelets, how they fit 
( Unfastens them.) Methinks, 
That strange young man who comes to dine with 

us 
To-morrow. He's a husband, possibly, 
For us. How droll! I think I feel afraid. 
Which dress shall I put on? {Ues down.) 
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A summer robe? 
No» winter. That should give the proper air. 
No» summer. That is younger, less elaborate 
At table he will sit between us two. 
Ninette will please him. Bah! we*II wait and see. 
And spurs of silver, eloak witli velvet trimmed! 
GcxmI (tod! how warm it is for autunrn nights. 
And still I must have sitrp. 1 hear a stir! 
'Tis Flora eoming in. Xo. no one yet. 
Trala, traderi, la. How nice in bed! 
How ugly aunty looked in those old plumes 
At supiKT yestenlay! How white my arms! 
Tra. deri, da! Mv eves are shut. Mustadie; 
He grasps, and kissi\s her and nuis away. 

{Hi'ffinjt to drum. A iound of guitar ami 
voice at the xcindatc.) 
The Vincc. 

Thr hour tiikr^ ^I'l^. tUv fitllowv daj. 
Thi« rvr I III- n»*«-. it fjulr^ with iiMifii. 
Whj|t\ lrf\ thAt. Ifitrlr^^, tMm a«at ^ 

Sinon {xcakin^). 1.h it a dream f 1 thou^t I 

heard a nf^nxg. 
The Voice. 

\Att\V tn\ vimrv-lf, Nirwm. mv rhild. 
YiKjr r\r It itl«ftcr%. hrart lirati wild. 
'l'i» «U) thr «|inrii:. ti>-iiM>m>w mom 
I'hr wiiitrr oiiiir%. jumJ %iHi'rr furltMV. 
Y«Hi h«tr iHi %\jkt to lir )iHir KUMir ; 
Yuu frrl iio Unrr, jou tprak with pridc 
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One glance of love would gladden me ; 
I'd give my life if 'twere for thee. 

Ninon. I was not wrong; those words, how 

strange ! 
The singer knows my name. How can this be? 
He knows some beauty, and her name Ninon. 
The Voice. 

O life^ the day begins anew. 
When glows the earth with passion true. 
Unfold^ ye flowers ! Let sleep depart 
Let darkness heal fair Cupid's smart 
This life's a sleep, and love its dream; 
My life is yours, with love its gleam. 

Ninon (raising the blind). His silver spm*s are 

glittering with dew; 
A chain with golden tassels on his cloak. 
Mustache is curled. He pulls at it, and goes. 
Who is the man? How shall I learn his name? 



Scene II 
(Irus, dressing. SpadiUe^ Quinola.) 

Irus. Which one of you, you rogues, put on 

my wig? 
The ribbons scratch me in the neck ; besides, 
I'm smeared with powder, and my eyes they 

smart. 
Quinola. Not I. 
Spadille. Nor I. 

Quinola. I stood and held the cue. 




174 WHAT MAIDENS DREAM 

Spadille. I, sir» was combing. 
Irun. Liars — vou both are liara! 

Come quick ! Rosc*colorcd coat, culottes of blue. 
Hum! brum! This {xiwder! Devil, I am blind. 

(SneczcB.) 
Quinola (opening a xcardrobe). Monsieur 

could hanllv wear the blue culottes. 
The lamp was iicar« and all the oil leaked out. 
Qiiinola (opening a Mcamil). Monsieur, the 

coat of pink is all lK*smeured; 
I ^nfoldinx it, I found the cat lay tliere. 
IruM. Is this the way you fnistrate all my plans? 
Mv friends, hear nic! 1 have a new idea. 
What is the hourf 

SjmdHlc. Monsieur, the cl<K*k has stopped. 

/riijr. Have they nin;; twice already to come 

to dinef 
Quinipla. No one has run^. 
S/Mililh\ \vs, yes; v»nie one diti ring. 

/rujr. i tnnihle e\rry moment lest cHir >^est 
Who is to eonie to dinr« o>nie not to-<lav. 
A'/Wi7/r. And you must dress in jrreen. 
Quinolii. Better wear gray. 

/riijr. What month is this< 
Mfwdillt'. November is the month. 

Quiniflii. *Tis Au^iHt. Au^ist! 
IruM. Th' se two coats put on, 

.And then walk tfi and fm aUnit tl>e room. 
That I may watch the eflTeet I ^lall produce. 

{They obey.) 
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SpadiUe. I look a marquis. 

Quinola. Minister am I. 

Irus {watching him). Spadille's a goose, Qui- 

nola pedant-like. 
I am not sure of which to make my choice. 
Laertes {entering) . And you, my nephew, look 

like a dunce complete. 
Why are you not ashamed to powder head, 
And lose, in running round your cabinet. 
More time than it to write a sonnet takes? 
Come on to dine; your plate impatient waits. 
Irus. You would not, would you, on your life, 

I say. 
So drag me off, no rouge, and naked half? 
What coat have I to wear? 
Laertes. The handiest, first 

Now listen to me, for at the table sits 
Our newcomer — a charming fellow, young. 
On marriage bent with one of my two girls. 
In God's name, cast a look of triumph not 
On him, and gaze on some one else; but strive 
To please, and do not bolt the dishes down. 
As is your wont. Quiet and shy is he. 
And well-behaved ; a decent fellow. Try, 
If you should find his manner somewhat plain, 
Not to let loose, when taking in your snufF, 
Your winning smile, your jokes from almanacs. 
I 'pen your luck with women don't descant. 
Nor flood yourself with those accursed per- 
fumes ; 
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Our noses wc must hold to talk with vou; 
White fflovcs arc out of place; bare hands at 

meals. 
Irus. '"^'oii tempt me quite» to si]uare with all 

vour views, 
To dofl* my coat of fpwu ami dress in black. 
iMcrtcs. No, no; by all the saints, I thank you, 

no! 

A plujifii^* n[Mm you I Who would care a fig. 
If green your nrnt, to note that fact, parbleu! 
Irus. May I at least recjuest this young man's 

name { 
iMcrtvx. And what is that to youf His name is 

Silvio. 
/hm. Nut Imd is Silvio; tliat name is fine; 
Inis and Silvio; mine's In'st. 
iMiTtVH, His fatlur is mv friend — vour 

niotlirrVs* t(M». 
Wt'vi- had fMir plan, for twintv years or more, 
To dit' ont- faniilv, unite our rai*e. 
And would to Hra\rn that s«in a brother had. 
Inm. Monsiiur le Due, what do ycHi mean by 

this? 
Am I not tit to Ik* a son-in-law? 
I^urtiM. (iiMNl, giNNi, I know. Kut you can 

It-arn to wait 
And take vour turn, hut .Silvio shall choose. 
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Scene III 

{The Garden. Ninon, Ninette 9 in diiferent 

arbors. ) 

Ninon. That voice is ringing yet within my 

ear. 
Ninette. That wondrous kiss doth make me 

quiver still. 
Ninon. At midnight we shall see, and wait and 

wait. 
Ninette. To-night no sleep ; to-night I will not 

sleep. 
Ninon. Sweet is your voice, and sweet your 

songs are, too; 
Mysterious singer, come once more this eve. 
Or, as the swallow sighs and flies away. 
Shall happiness, one instant here, take flight? 
Ninette. O daring phantom, shrouded in that 

veil. 
Shall dangers lurk in shadows of the night? 
Or shall I see you in that pathway's gloom. 
Or will you vanish like the hunted fawn? 
Ninon. Earth, air, and water, all in harmony: 
A nightingale doth warble in my heart. 
I hear the genii murmuring 'neath the reeds. 
Have I new senses sister dreams not of? 
Ninette. Why can I not behold without delight. 
Without a pang, the zephyr kiss the stream. 
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And limli'ii shadDw.s tri-iiihle o'er iiiv arnif 

Mv sister is a child. Init I am not! 

\inon. () llowi-rs of siiiniiicr nights, niagnili- 

cent! 
() plants! () lR*n(Iin^ iNm^hs, to^rther interlaccil. 
\inetti\ () foliaK(*d puhn. i|iici*n of the venlant 

world , 
Pour forth vour love, encircle<l bv the breeze! 

(IJxcufit,) 
Silvio (rntiTin;^). Still my heart hesitates, for 

Uith arc fair! 
So like to like, twins hy the f^raet* of Heaven! 
Two forms so lilU-d ni li^^ht, two hearts as one. 
And cither one miLrlit Ik* her sister's mold. 
Pale arc they, lN)tli of them, and iMith are shy. 
Frail as a rrc-ii. hlnnd as a hladc of wheat; 
And like tuin trcmhlin^r asiK*ns tlicy vibrate 
At touch of hand. Mv mums arc (*onfused; 
I can not sprak; a ft \(t whirls my thfuijrhts; 
At any unrd my s.ml wntdd leap to touffuc. 
Hut tiny, how ^r,iitly hrrd! what supple fH^ice! 
I hft mv c<»llr;^r h.ill hut vt-Ntcnlav. 

{Kuttr Isfurtat. IruM xcith a ciffiir.) 
iMt'rtt'M. WMI. ucli: (hir juni^^^t, wlR*re art the 

lad it H iKiw ! 
I not, .Inst aftrr (hnini;. ami witl)«Hit cif^arf 
Sill in, Drrtr DuKi-. thar f.ithcr. nM»vc t>ne step 

I can't, i I'Jr'ittrarin:: iMi'rtfM.) 
My U-inff secm^ tn f:iil. 

iSinon and Simttt enter.) 
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Inis. The ladies come. 

Ninon, my chin is smooth — a kiss is duel 

{Ninon runs off^ Iras goes after her.) 
Laertes. The wine at dinner has befuddled him. 

(They saunter away.) 



Scene IV 
{Ninette. Flora. Ninon^ later.) 

Ninette. You hurry, Flora. Tell me where you 

got 
That chain of acoms. WTio could give you that? 
Ninon {running in). Let's see — come now. 

Quite out of breath am I. 
That Irus is a fool. You found them all? 
A pretty necklace. Flora's proud indeed. 
Flora {to Ninon). I wish to speak to you. 

{Leads her to a corner.) 
Ninon. What mystery? 

Flora. Return into your room and read this 

note. 
Ninon. A note? But whence? 
Flora. You tuck it, if you please, 

In tJiere — the little comer o'er your heart. 

{She puts it in her bosom.) 
Ninon. You know the secret? 
Flora. I? There's naught I know! 

{Ninon goes out, running.) 
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\inetti\ What said you to my sister? Why her 

haste ? 
Fhra (produdng another note). For you to 

read. 
Xincttc. Whv! Anil read I will! 

Hut what is Wus! Explain. 
Flora. Read on — read on. 

Hut vit, take can*, I sir vour fathiT then'; 
(lo to Ihr rtumi and think to l(K*k the door. 
Sinclti'. Whv sof 
Flora. To read more elearlv, more at ease. 

{Earn fit.) 

(Enter Lacrti'M and Silvio.) 
Silvio. I think our (*oniin>^ puts the girb to 

flight. 
I fear the ladies h:ne Mime fault to find. 
Larrttn. (tiNid. let thun nui. You'll please 

them ({niek enonirii. 
Trll me, fririhl. if \ on have s|Mnt spare time 
In paying e«iurt to ladirs. now and then, 
W hat nieasun s \ys\ \k\ \m\\v the eruti fair? 
Sihitt. rather, don't rail at me: Td ill defeiHl 
Myvlf, although I eomc of vMithern IiIimhI. 
Nr\ir imhrfi^iios, no, nor gallantries. 
Nor art mvstrrlons of tlatterirs. 
Nor art of Uinir Ii»\id. my |M)rtioti was, 
I'nder thr skv I'll li\r. as if on earth 
I'd just arrived, stt k toneh of hand to hand. 
A tearHln>p. or a sii^li of sympathy. 
For me is lo\e, antl ahiavs will be love. 
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Passion do I possess, but not its eloquence. 
My rivals with their honeyed words may chann, 
I, in my silence, know but how to love. 
Laertes. The women, after all, require a mas- 
ter's hand. 
Indeed, though loving not, if one is bold. 
He pleases them. So dear is courage then, 
They love a war to get a conqueror. 
Beheve me, I have known them variable. 
They say no two leaves ever are alike, 
Or two hearts made the same; I'll promise you 
That, in seducing one, the worid's seduced. 
One has flat feet, the other a plump leg. 
But, for the genus, it will never change. 
Say, have you seen an English steeplechase? 
They take four thoroughbreds, by riders driven; 
The course is shown them, and they're told to go 1 
The thing is to arrive, no matter how, 
Whether in ravine, or on a beaten track. 
This one will win, should he not meet a stream, 
The other wins if he'll not break his neck. 
Love, Silvio, is but a test of strength ; 
You have to reach the goal, which is the woman. 
Of torrent have a care, beware of rock; 
Do what you will, the goal's immovable. 
But know you're taking all your pains for 

naught, 
If you but keep your place and cry aloud, 
" I love thee, goal! Come to me, or I die." 
Silvio. I feel the truth of this your parable, 
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liut, if I have no skill by words to win. 

What could I do of worth, when action comes? 

The real worhl for nie a fiction is 

Like to a mandolin on ctishion laid. 

That some one has forgotten ; so am I : 

It holds within a language that's divine. 

But if the master sleeps, who hears its sfiellf 

Lacrtvn. Therefore do vou attend to what I 

sav: 
A husband, if reivived fmm father's hand, 
Is, for a tender maid, Init sorr}' fare; 
Then is tlu- wt-dding-ring a gihied snake. 
'Tis in the siinimrr nights, on ladder thin, 
A sword within his hand, in mantle dressetl, 
A maidrn of tiftren dreams of her love. 
She sees a bin* vrv she sees the man. 
A father's sihuisc- is one of tlesb and blood. 
There, dr.ir Silvio, what I wish fnun vmi 
Is knowltnlge of some tine acx^unplishnient. 
Know you the fencing art? 
Silvin. Yes, I have drawn the sword. 

iMtrtiM, And a.s for pistol work, you kill the 

manikin. 
Not .v>f *Tis well: niv valets vou simll kill. 
My d:»u;,diters have two letters just received; 
\f> f:irtber seek, for I addn-sMiI them both. 
Ah. (sinld vou understand just what it means, 
A billft-doux when one is just tiftern! 
flow eharminif is the placv it cKTupies! 
First, next the heart; then, after, at the belt; 
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The pocket follows; then the bureau-drawer; 

Now it is taken out for carriage-ride! 

Visits the balll Or, often on the way, 

Deep in the pocket, lies all closely pressed! 

And how, all silently, at father laugh. 

Who nothing knows of love, from immemorial 
times! 

With great ado it stirs these little heads! 

Do you desire to find out who you are 

This very hour? You are a noble knight. 

The fair Prince Galaor, who lives in Arcady; 

Lara himself are you ; I signed your name ; 

Th' old Duke's chosen son-in-law 1 But no, 

Out of the sky you drop, like tragedy, 

Bully my valets, force my bolts and bars ; 

The watch-dog you caress; enslave the girl; 

The bane and terror of the family. 

And this we wish the groom-elect to be. 

Silvio. Such an idea makes me melancholy; 

'Tis just, indeed ; but it distresses me. 

Laertes. Young man, and have you not ideals 
too? 

Silvio. Why not, like every one? We see a star. 

Distant, unknown, of which weVe always 
dreamed ; 

But most must die without discovering it. 

Laertes. Do you attach great price to childish- 
ness? 

The fact prevents not women to be wise. 

Wholesome, and frank of heart; 'tis all of taste; 
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That pleases them ; His eharming, and it wina. 

Hark to me, Silvio; this evening 

You sliall enwrap you in a cloak of black; 

Flora will slumlnrr, for I've paid her welL 

These ladies will descend in nioniing gowna. 

For they will apprehend from double note 

That you were l(K)king to apfKiint a trj'sL 

For, if not that, what good's a billet-<loux? 

Then penetrate into the cliaml)er loved. 

Enter alone, like a conspirator. 

Then, gay deceiver, what will you enact? 

Some s(*reaming will Ijc heard. The father 

n )mes, 
I -ike to the general in Fcstin de Pierre^ 
In ehanilK*r roU* will suchlenly apfK-ar; 
Candle in hand, he then will challenge you. 
VfHi shall extinguish it with rapier stnikc. 
Kight tlnTe wf'll carry on a MiMHile.ss war. 
And all the hltNNl wliirh need l)e shetl, will lie. 
As MMin as spillitl. \\v\\ ci>vc*n*d with sawdust, 

1*0 make U-lirvr it's hltMnl lust in the frav. 

• 

No one .shall know what has lie<*ome of vou. 
And Uith the girls will moan **() Heaven; lie*s 

hurt!" 
Sihin. I ean rmt play a part in such a pass. 
t'onsicliT, niv clear Duke, when* I'd arrive. 
Know voii, sinct- it niu.st Ik- that one I wed. 
If I .slii»nl(l lovr inspin\ whom shall I lovef 
iMcrttM. I'erehanee the twain. Is it not tnie» 

mv son. 
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If I esteem, wherein can one reprove? 

Son, well-belov'd 1 Let fools go wag their 
tongues. 

Silvio. With words, alone, the earth has been 
upheaved. 

Laertes. Eh! what's that tome? IVe none but 
you. 

After my daughters twain. Wh^ care for 
sneers? 

Under your golden head, youVe wisely grown 

To venerate my honor and renown. 

Silvio. Ah, I would sooner die than injure you I 

Laertes. Let us suppose of both you are be- 
loved. 

The one who will remain will pardon you. 

Your image, Silvio, will banished be 

By a new fancy, by a suitor new; 

For children, credit me, love the unknown. 

When once you shall be master of the place. 

And every day at table will preside, 

Your mere propinquity will gender love ; 

After the coffee, when beside the board, 

The being of mystery becomes a friend. 

Aly son, you will be loved, and this I crave: 

If my fool nephew speaks of marrying. 

He'll be detested for impertinence. 

And this is as I wish. My daughters sweet. 

The one shall be your wife, the other prove 

A sister. Thus, I trust, my brother's son 

Husband-elect to one of my dear girls. 



I— >>«I-J 
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Who will not stiM)]) to stn\ their father\s liearth. 
Nor of his silver}* liairs will dare make s|iort. 
Who knows f — |ierlia{>s» one day, my lonely one 
Shall chance to tin<l tlie husiiand whom slie needs. 
Vou see I do not count on Iriis now; 
Th* im|K>rtant tiling is to avoid this f(X)L 

(KntiT Irux.) 
Irun. My l(»nl. have siipiKT; it is past the hour! 
IautIcm. Why have ycni >:one and changed yoiir 

e<Nit af^ain^ 
Irus. This is a iietter Ht ; the last tcx) snug. 

(Exeunt.) 



ACT TIIK SKCOXD 

SCKNK 1 

(77ir garde fi. It m m:iht, Duke LarrteM. in 
(treMHin*^';!^tneN: iVi/iii*. Xkrnpped in mantle,) 

Istierten. So vmmi as that taint li^ht uliirii one 

p«nti\«-s. 
From window iiiiti» window niakrs its waiMlcr* 

in>:s, 
Sliall to this coriKT liini, to rt'ap|K*ar 
No mon*. it shall In- Ijnir to act. 
iViVrio. Wv s:iid. my lonl. this thin>; displca.srs 

me. 
iMerteM. Ah. well. For mc*. all this amuses me. 
With nielaiichiily I'm not wa^n^ any war; 
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Save idleness, it is the best of ills ; 
In general, it's a touchstone to my mind! 
Shy plant, we never see it flourishing 
With fools and overfed pomposity; 
But, Silvio, cheerfulness becomes old age; 
We yearn for beauty, loving sadness too. 
One touch of rouge at sixty fits us well; 
An old man's task it is to cheer old time. 
And why should men make age a mere reproach ? 
The answer's plain : with most of mortal men. 
When not a prude, it is a go-between. 
Cassandra is the dread of lenient age. 
And yet, think you that simple nature lets 
Her creatures live forgetting her, my dear? 
That she has granted thirty years of life, 
And then the rest to groan or knit away. 
Imagine, Silvio, how I sang last night 
Quite famously, at least an hour or more? 
I so perplexed my daughters ; but, by Jove, 
I think the truth was, I amused myself. 
Silvio. And so, in this, dear Duke, 'tis you I 

love. 
To be myself again is now my need. 
Reflect, my friend, nothing will be left. 
No hero, nor romance. 

Laertes. Good Lord, I know. 

A novel in a bed, one knows not what. 
And every dream may then be realized. 
The bagatelle comes first, the real we need ; 
And you, my boy, I hope have this in you. 
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It is tlic nile« in any casv like* this. 
That thnsc who chatter much, attain no proof. 
And tliis reveals CvckI's wisdnni all in all. 
Musk -seen tt*fl gallants, hl«M>niin^ like the nisc. 
We see them morn an<l eve, fnwn trj-st to tn'st* 
So pliantt soft as >(loves l)efore the ffirls; 
Thcv climl) the walls, thev dancv alnne the nils; 
At fin>(er-tip they have the thin^ you necfl« 

And what thev lack vou have within vour heart. 

• • • 

No harle<|uin for son-in-law to me! 

No fellow shajHrd to slip thniu^h keyholes! 

Now 
Were vou like them, 1 were disc*onsolnte. 
Hut yet the methcNl! Vou must stri\e to please. 
Oner vou are married, whv, the afVair is vmirs. 
Allow me, I would \h*^. one <|ueHtiou more: 
Have you till now existed passinnhssf 
Or, frankly, now, an- yi»u a vir;^nn knight f 
Silvio. In heart, in viul. in IxhIv. hr.id to fcrt. 
iMirti'M, No man I loathe as much as vtiutlilial 

rakes. 
The hearts of lilH-rtincs are like an inn: 
At anv hour vou fhid the fire aMa/e: 
(i(M»d f|uartrrN; Im*<1 well made: alM»vi* thr door 
The k«*y: you enter now; to-uiorn>w ^>! 
Such timU'r never makes n hushand. sir! 
The wif«' is new. U-t all Ik* iifw to vmi. 
No hlessin^; is't that you h»T ildrr lie 
In lw>fly nor in heart. Now try ti^ ^irai 
What joy may lurk in love's astonishment! 
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She has her secrets, you will have your own. 
Be children long — the other children come! 
A secret here that men too soon forget. 
SiVoio. And if my wife expects a profligate, 
How dreadful must my ignorance appear! 
Do you fear naught from such astonishments? 
Laertes. Like an impertinence my words may 

soimd. 
My daughters feed on innocent romance. 
Ah, Silvio, a precious flower I give to you; 
Gently remove the ignorant sweet leaves. 
Did you but know the wrong some husbands 

work. 
Imparting to their brides those infamies 
Concealed by most, thus likening tender wives 
To women without shame, of whom they've 

learned, 
And naught leave new except adultery. 
If you were such, Irus I would prefer. 
I'll quote some words I found in Hesperus: 
" Do thou respect thy wife ; heap bed of earth 
Around that plant ready to blossom forth; 
But suff*er none to fall within the bloom." 
Silvio. My father, to my arms! I see sweet 

heaven ! 
Laertes. More white than heifer is, my son thou 

art. 
More pure than is her milk, yoiu* heart; 
Humble of soul are you; such pleases me. 
Have faith in him who gives to you his child. 
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Since I Imve joinc<l you to my family* 
My choice is >((mm1; Tm making n«i mistake. 
SilvuK Frtnu window unto wincl«)w lifrht is 

come. 
iMcrtCH. The hour's alMnit to strike. Son, to 

mv arms! 
Silvio, It Hickers in the chirk, 'tis ^mig to (lis- 

ap{K*ar. 
iMcrtcn. Vou have v«uir role hv heart, snd 

naught forgot ( 
Sihio. The Hf^ht's j^one out. 
iMcrtca. Hravo! The hour has ciiinci 

Come quietly alon^r the avenue wall. 
Forward, my cavalier, on siift tiptoe. 

(Exiunt.) 

.SiT.NK II 

{A terrace, \innn. \ifu'tti\ en ili'MhahilliK) 
\intm. What du vmi there vi late, mv swret 

a • 

Nine'ttef 
*Tis time to f^» ti» slet*p. V«Mril take a chill. 
\im'ttt\ I came ti» m-c the miMin so lieautiful. 
IIiiw full of stars tin skv! 
\intm. Tra. la, la! 

\iUittt\ What said vouf 

A'f/i.*/i. It Ls a minuet. 

Hut withnut love, llei^h ho! my dear ballade! 
Xini'tte. (tet you to iMtl. Ninon; I oaikln't go 
To sleep. 
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Ninon. My faith, no more could I. 

(Aside.) Now if he were to come! 
Ninette (singing). 

Leonore, whose lover near. 

Once said to her, my little dear • • • 

Ninon. I really am afraid you're taking cold! 
Ninette. I'm choking with the heat. 

(Aside.) I tremble lest he fail. 
Ninon (taking up the song). 

Who said to her, my little dear . 

Ninette. I do believe she means to sleep out 

here! 
Ninon. Some one comes up the stair. If it 

were he! 
Ninette ( continuing ) . 

Leonore, whose lover near . . • 

Ninon. She has no thought of leaving me alone. 
And if he were to come! 

Ninette. Dear sister mine, now please. 

Do go and get to bed ! 

Ninon. And why? I'm very well. 

Now listen: promise me you'll nothing say; 
I'm going to confide . . . 
Ninette. I must confess to you . . . 

Ninon. Swear to me on the honor . . . 
Ninette. The secret 

do not breathe. 
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Ninon, Here, then; this letter open. 

Ninette. And you« read 

o*er this note. 
Ninon (reading). "If love ean make exeuae 

for my folly, in the name of Heaven, my 

lovely laily. jfrant to me /' 

Ninette {reading). "If ln\v ean make exeuae 

for mv follv. in the name of Heaven, mv 

lovely huly, j^rant to me 
The Two Tngt'thiT. (treat Heaven! TIr' same 

name ! 
Ninette. My dear, some one is makinff game 

of us! 
Ninon. Oh, hornirs! 
Ninette. Til die of it. 

Nin4pn. (*ould anytliiof; l)e holder! 

Ninette. Flora shall pay me dear fi»r having 

c^arrit-il it. 
Ninon. That handsonu* neeklaiv was Irt rrc- 

f»m|)ensc'. 
Ah me! 

Ninette. Ah me! 

Nimm. My dear, now that I think of it, 

*Tis he who in the* Knk'lisii park hut yesterday 
Had followt-d von. 
Ninette. 'Twas he who sunjf. 

Ninon. Von know thatf 

Ninette. I was listrnini;. 

Ninon. I thonj^ht he was so hancisimu'! 
Ninette. So tender. I helie%'ed himl 
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Ninon. We'll tell him what he is, my dear; 

We must await him here. 

Ninette. Willingly stay we here. 

Ninon. How, think you, 

does he look? 

Ninette. Dark, with large eyes and with a fine 
mustache. 

We shall avenge ourselves most tellingly. 

Ninon. Dark, and yet pale — some idle muske- 
teer. 

A pretty lesson he will leam from us! 

Ninette. Well-formed, a hand that's white, 
well-bred, and yet. 

My dear, he is a monster we should fear. 

Ninon. Fine teeth, bright eyes. Oh, bring the 
monster here. 

And he shall hear me talk. 

Ninette. And so refined in speech 1 I wish him 
here. 

Ninon. To tell him in two words . . . 

Ninette. To have him understand . . • 

Ninon. He looked so love-lorn, if one were 
fooled ... 

Ninette. Oh, good Heavens! some one's com- 
ing; is it he? 

Ninon. 'Tis he — 'tis he, my dear! 

{Silvio enters, his face covered by his man- 
tle, and sword in hand.) 

Ninette (seeing that he falters). I pray you, 
come this way, sir! 
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{Irus enters, ncord in hand, from one mde; 
the Duke Laertes from the other.) 
Irus. Hallo! what noise is this^ 

(iMertes and Silvio cross steords.) 
Irus (inlerfHmnff himself). My l^inl, demand 

if lii.*\s a gentleman. 
IMertes {in the darknexs faring Irus a hlatc 

xdth the flat o/ his xtcord). No, iio» it b a 

thief! 
Irus {falling). Aye! ayr! hc*s imirdered me. 

{Flora emptier r/w/ of the xcindotc a bucket' 
ful of xcater over the head of Irus.) 
Help! help! 1*111 )H-in^ cIrowiuHl. Huh! Tin wet 

thn»iif^h 

And thn>u>;h. 

{Laerten and Silvio xcithdraxc.) 
Sinon, What's lK-ei)tiu' of Silviof 

Sinette. Father inmherf I ace. 

(They Hi'ik aInttU and mnw ujHm Irus,) 
The Tti'o. Help! 'i^ainst a fi^il awLsMii! Here 

he lies. 

( 7Vi<'// ru n auatf. ) 
IriiM ialnne, hfin^ pnme). Yes. yes, thin't wait 

aroiiml: onet- on mv f<-e(. 
If 1 shoiilil s:iv oiii- wonl they'll finish me. 

\In thi (larLnt'MM, Flnra tntrring^ et^mes 
ufhtu Irun^ zihtnn mIu' mintakm ft^r Siliiif,) 
Flnra. is that voii. iiiv Ia^uX Siliiof 
Irux [a^sidt ). Ix*t Iht U*lieve iL 

ris 1 Till Silvio. 



•fffi 
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Flora {recognizing Irus). Indeed, you did re- 
ceive 

A rapier stroke or two? Into this closet step. 
{She pushes him through an open window.) 

Ninette {coming upon SilviOy at the end of the 
balcony). Enter within this room, or you 
are lost. 
{She locks him in her room.)^ 



Scene III 

{A chamber. Day is dawning. Irus, stepping 
out of a closet, Silvio out of a wardrobe.) 

Irus. I hear no more a sound. 

Silvio. No more a soul I see. 

Irus. By the great God! monsieur, what are 

you doing here? 
Silvio. That is a question which is mine also. 
Irus. Oh, as you like, but mine has right of 

way. 
Silvio. I leave it to you, then, with no reply. 
Irus. Oh, so! I'll answer it. I'm in my place. 
It's not by climbing o'er a terrace wall 
That hither I am come, like anv thief. 
I come, God's body! like any man of pluck. 
I do not hide mvself. 

ASilvio. You step forth from a closet. 

Irus. If you require proof of what I say, 
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I am your man, my littlr cdiiiitn' Kmlling. 
Silvio. lIowi'VtT, us for v<mi. vou cn>w Uny loud. 

( lie ntartn to go. ) 
Irus. Hy blcNHl and dcutli! my little ^iitleman, 
Vou must lie tauffht your U*ttiTs to n*s|M-ct. 
So that's your way of picking up a ^love! 
Sih*i(t. MoiLsicur, vou lH)rt' me with vcMir idle 

Mvne. 
Of wliat vou shout I neither know nor care. 
Iriix. 'Twill not i>e l)est for vou to tread uii 

me. 
For, (iinI alive! Tm not afraid of four. 
For, ventrehhu! Fd swailt)w vtni alive. 
Sih'in, LfNik hen*, niv dear monsieur, lct*s 

rather ^'o and tiudit. 
If vou i*iintinue thus. Fll mar vour face. 
/n/v. Mordieu! Dorrt think Fni wavering 

at all. 
Latrits Jfthliul the itirfUM). Ninette! I gav 

Ninon! 
IriiM. Mv father! N«»t a wonl. 

Let us eseape. rnuiiNiciir; we'll meet atfain. 

< lit n t utiTx thi i7iMi7. and Siliio the trord* 

lAnrtt'i. Nirmii! Niimn! 

\iunri I ( ntt rift:: \ . Father, after the horrid tale 
That's h'x u « iKiett d here, yntir pardon I awaiL 
Silvin no initre I lovt. I 'nhappy shall I \\\t^ 
And it is my n snUr with Irus to tje wed. 
(She falh up'-r her Uneen.) 
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Laertes. I'm charmed that you no longer care 

for him. 
What novel, Ninon, have you lately read? 
Ninette {entering^ falls upon her knees on the 

opposite side). Oh, father dear! after the 

awful scene 
To which these walls last night bore witness, 
My uttermost I'll do to bear my fate; 
My lover false I hate; I hate myself. 
If vou consent to it, I'll Irus wed. 
Laertes. My little ones, there's nothing I'd 

refuse. 
You have offended me; I love you just the same; 
Indeed, I will not hinder your desires. 
Now to your rooms retire; to-night, at eventide, 
The assembled family you'll find below, 
^Vnd since the two of you can not wed one, 
Inis shall make his choice; and now be good. 
Remember all misfortune has an end. 
Now go you, take your leave. 

{He goes off; Ninon arid Ninette follow 
him.) 

Scene IV 

{IruSf opening the closet; SUxno.y 

Irus. You have overheard ? 

Silvio. Perfectly, monsieiu^, and I am stupefied I 

Which one will you select? 

Inis. I render no aooount. 
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A'lVrio. Monsieur Ic Cointe. I Ik-^; that you will 

state 
Wliieli ol* the sisters I can wcx) myself. 
Iniit. I (In not know, monsieur; I must reflect. 
SilvifK More pleasing is Ninette to you, it 

seinis, 
/n/x. Von*ve said it; it was she I did prefer. 
Sihiu. *'ris well. And now« let's ^i ainl flfflit. 
Irnx. Tve sai<l to you, monsieur, 1 must re- 

Hect. 

(Ejrcunt.) 



Svr.sy. V 
{The (wanliti, iMirtis. Irux. \ifu'ttt\ S/MiUIU. 

iMiTttx \filntu I. O Lnrd! two dau^litcrs hast 

thoii ^i\rii Mir: 
I fir\r vt watili tn h< in niv trrasure in; 
Thou hast nitnistrd uw with their swtvt love; 
Never have I ciirrMarlii i| mi their virginity, 
Nur iiiarnd tlir ;;i»M» n winirs 4»f iniHuvnce. 
r\r siiH'«nd in tlnir mmiIn Thy will to ^n>w; 
Tlic vii^ilaiin **( tiiaii is wiak at l^-st. 
Thine ouii it ii. O LmpII tliat nevi-r sh-epv 
My ehilfirf-n an- tVoiii tint-; I am their sin*; 
I hut dcsind to ^\\v to tliem a dear friend. 
Now fullv eriiwn. made iN-autiful hv Thcc, 
Within their childish arms, with filial kn'c. 
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They have embraced their brother with white 

locks; 
Their vigor has lent strength unto his soul; 
Their youthful sweetness clings about his Ufe, 
Compelling slower steps unto the tomb; 
Xatiu^e to them her mystery doth unfold. 
When falls this luscious fruit, 'twill shake the 

dust 
Of gold that cov^ers Love's enrapturedWings. 
Love plucks these buds from off tlieir^uivering 

stems. 
I place them in your care, my God ! these hearts, 
And if deser\'ed, vouchsafe them happiness. 

( Two pistol-shots are heard. ) 
What quarreling is here? Why that report? 

(Irus enters y his head enveloped in his hand- 
kerchief; Spadille hearing his haty and 
Quinola his peruke.) 
Now why the devil do you play the fool, 
My nephew? 

Irus. I am dead. He aimed at me, just now. 
Laertes. 'Twas early in the day for fuddling 

vou. 
Irus. But only see my hat! there is his shot. 
Laertes. Oh! then it is your hat that's dying, 

but not vou. 

(Enter Ninon and Ninette, both robed as 
nuns.) 
And now, what mean for us these vestal robes? 
Is this, perchance, an hospital for fools? 
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Xinon. Dear father, please allow us two poor 

To ffi} and end our days in convent walls. 
I^urtcM. lla! that's the quarter whence the 

wind doth klowf 
\im*tli\ My L(»nK your dau>(hters are indeed 

condemned: 
Thev neVr shall have a hushand save their G(m1. 
IsfUTtt'Jt. Inis, niv dear, >H;hold your lust do- 

main. 
One alwavs takes the had to save from worse; 
My daughters would prefer to marry (tcNl, tluui 

von. 
Arise, mv rliildrcn: I am Lfratiticd 
To see von Uith in \n\i- with Silvio. 
Kiitrr mv ln»mr. 'i'his is a dav ^^f iiiv. 
And you. my dear youn^^ iVIInw. change your 

vrst. 

IruM. Have I vimr MinkI u|hiu mef My ear* 

it hurts. 
Sjifulillt'. \v*i, tniMisirur. 
(^uifinlti. Ni>, monsieur. 

IruK. 1 aetetl well niV parL 

{Ksi'uut.} 

Sii.Ni: VI 

(The Tcrrart, \irittri. \i7: in tm a hrnch,) 

.Vf/ifVj. Listen. \iiM>ii. 1*01 in im way to bUme; 
Fur this mmanH' has natiudit nt' tnith in it. 
Save my heart's love I t\i-l o>nvulNing me. 
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Ninon. Hush, you; IVe made a vow I*d love 

you not. 
Silvio. By mistake of Flora it was done. 
That last night's letter had the same address ; 
'T was in directing them I made mistake ; 
By slip of pen your sister's name I wrote. 
Your own, so like yourself, resembles hers. 
The hand's not firm, alas! when trembles heart, 
And I was trembling, just as you are, child. 
Ninon. What purpose could they serve, letters 

alike? 
I'd listen well with all the ears I have. 
If vou'd deceive me not with words so sweet. 
Silvio. Ninon, I love you, on my bended knees I 
Ninon. When one sends off a note, one reads it, 

sir; 
When one recopies it, the draft's destroyed. 
It's not so hard to rightly pen a name. 
But, how am I to trust you, Silvio? 
You do not answer aught. 
Silvio. I love you, Ninon. 

Ninon. When one is blameless, his defense is 

good. 
The day you sang in such a tender tone. 
Quite well you knew my name; I heard you 

sing. 
My sister knows quite well that she was kissed. 
When venturing in the park, by one like you. 
As to the letter with its wrong address. 
How could you mix my sister's name with mine? 




T 
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Ccinsidcr, then, what sliamefiil tiling it is 

To scrcnadi' Ninon, and kiss Ninrttcf 

Silvio. "Fis vou, Ninon. I onlv tnilv love; 

Vour c*yt\s of diamond, and nihy lips* 

The n>sc-l)hK)ni of yonr checks, your {Nearly 

teeth, 
Vour tender ;^hince, is happiness complete. 
\innu. What would one say to arf^umcnt like 

this? 
Sih'ifh VfHir ftirm as |)laint as a verdant pubii: 
Vour tn-sses li^rht as are the tiakes of fin* 
That U|)ward lly from iicu-rrratcd llame; 
riiey en»wn yiMir i\ury limw all shining white; 
Vour eyes an- full «»f lii^ht. likr ainlK-r waves 
On shores of Nif-ni'ii: lini|)id is thi-ir ^lancv 
As dro|> f»f dew on pumi-^^ranate llowrr. 
Xitiifti, ^'our own. my friend, are dn)wnin>( in 

their t»ars. 
Sih'in. Vour \oiir ring's swttfer than a fairy 

son^: 
Vour nature like harmonious mtisie thrills; 
From yiiu eomi s liappiiHNs as though fnnii 

heaven. 

IaI U\r hut kiss the S.Uldal i'f Vi"ir fi>ol. 

I.«t m«' hut hask in liuht nf yt»ur sweet eye*- 
I).> ridt \v(ii In;N. and I'll Ir- ointcnt 
T«» liuLf* r l;rn- iu silfiirr li\" \our side. 

My h.'iiid uithiii ynur h:nul. tn walk thnnif^ 

lilV. 
To fei I each day my heart in rapture licat . . • 
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Ninon. Hush, you; I've made a vow I'd love 
you not. 

Scene VII 

{A salon. The Duke Laertes seated on a plat- 
form; Irus on his rights in a crimson suit, 
his sword in hand. Silvio on his left. Spa- 
dillCy Quinola, standing.) 

Laertes. Behold me on my throne seated, a 

judge. 
At my feet, innocence may refuge seek. 
Irus my headsman is; confessor, Silvio; 
Lord justices for honor of the home. 
Chamberlain Quinola, bring my daughters two. 

{Ninon and Ninette enter ^ dressed as shep- 
herdesses.) 
Ninon. 'Tis in mine own, as in my sister's 

name, 
That I declare unto your Lordship high 
The unalterable resolve we have decided on. 
Laertes. Look, how the cloister's garb has been 

transformed! 
Ninette. Far from the world we'll live, in lands 

remote. 
Watching our sheep, along the streamlet's edge; 
We'll spin soft wool, just as your vassals do; 
Here we renounce our just inheritance. 
We know, my lord, that anger, justified. 
Gives you the right your children to forget. 
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iMirtcn, You're crmiin^, arerrt you. .sninctinics 

to (lilK*f 

\incttc. We erave fmin all a lastiiif; solitude; 

We onlv ask to end our ilnvs in |H*aee; 

If he that led us ill should onee offend. 

Our eonnsel, sei;;neur, you should write the king. 

lAicrtcH. The kin^r. were 1 to write, would an- 
swer nie 

That he is t<H) cn/^a^ed with eares of state. 

So. all that I ran do is. rail the nmvor. 

And tliis V\v done, for he*s to .sup with us. 
(Kuttr fi nififffir nud uattirjfA 
( Tti Siunu, I 

(ffO, darlin;:. and cinhraec your Si|\io. 

I \i\\v a fatht'r\ hlcsNin^ to you iMitli. 
{Tn Mmttr.) 

Vmi will not i;o awav, niv s\v«t't Ninette; 

Do Von \<iiir hrntlicr kisN von IniIIi are one. 

( Tn Inis. I 

Irns. niy son. 1 \\**\w \inir hrad's iiii|iniv(-«|, 
Wv ha|»|iy. t'Mi: your eoat iH-mnies you wclL 

SriiBifbtii, l^1'«' 



THE CUP AND THE LIP 
DRAMATIC POEM 

Between the cup and the lip there is yet place for a mis- 
hap. — Attcienl Proverb, 
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DEDICATION 
To M. Alfred T 



This poem, dear friend, I dedicate to you: 
Something approaching to a tragedy, 
A spectacle; in short, a quire of paper. 
Now I shall sleep until the devil calls. 
'Tis good to sleep, but ignoble to yawn. 
I've made three thousand verses: that is good. 
But, one to his profession must keep close. 
Yet what a singular and sad content 
A manuscript produces! On my table 
All I was writing seemed so very fine, 
But now, indeed, I dare not look at it. 
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While working;, cvcrj' nerve and fiber keen 
Vibrates as dcnrs a lyre that has l)een tuned. 
With every word one's l)ein^ fairly thrills. 
And, pride aside, tliat*s really iiow one feels. 
One d(H-s not work: lie listens, and he waits. 
Like an unknown who spe.iks in quiet tones. 
At times one stands all ni;;lit on certain spot. 
Without one motion, like a man of stone. 
Or like a ehild dressed in his Sundav elothes. 
Who fears to soil them or pnifane himsiJf ; 
And then and then- in short! One's head 

aehes so! 
What strani^e awnk' nin^^! How l:une one feels! 
It seems that Mrreiirv has fnWw from heaven! 
It is tlie etVcet pnNliuH-d hy wantotuiess. 
The InhIv sated, tlitii tlir v»ul awakes. 
In tears the spirit lit'ts thr shnuid of joy. 
To find the livini; t in^^r (mt a ei)r|)S(*. 
The spirit ^one. tlu ImhIv is hut elay: 
It is the human )»i( r; \\r take a l<N>k, 
We M'c a faec. then, elosiii^ lid attain. 
KememlH r notliiii;| hut its suircriu^s. 

If all hut ( iiiird tht-rr! Oh. thoutrht supreme! 
Like .Icsus, rrouni-il uith llanu- in\ isihle, 
Ilaviti^r just fiastrd with the PhariMv, 
At timts tlu* hiisl Mt s auriiile of flame 
Crowning his ^ust ili\in(-. uliieh failes away. 
lie savs to Si>n i»f CicmI: An- vmi His MMif 
Is it not pit^MhK-, my lioiiortti j^uriit. 



T 
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That your familiar daemon's not of heaven? 

There is no question in correcting faults 

Like conmientator studying a verse, 

Nor chewing cud, like ruminating ox. 

Enough, indeed, of vermin are on hunt. 

And many sift a tale unfortunate, 

As Spanish shepherds scan a leprous dog. 

To think one holds an apple of bright gold, 

Yet press a turnip tenderly to heart! 

That, my dear friend, will lead an author straight 

To suicide or to infanticide. 

Then rhymers, as you see, before they write, 
Have dim ideas, and like lovers are. 
Beside the fair one as yet unpossessed. 
We follow her, whose every turn enchants; 
We stir the fire, and in the ashes gaze. 
Yet see her flit, a salamander sweet; 
Each word addressed her is a billet-doux; 
We give her suppers; this, you know, is true 
(You could, if need were, sup with a princess). 
Once she surrenders, then the charm has ceased; 
We see the swallow dying in her cage. 
And hope for some sweet memory of love. 
We keep the perfume as we pluck the flower. 
There is no love but has some souvenir. 

When the young maiden in the near-by spring 
'Neath the while lilies plunges joyfully, 
She tarries in the svm, with white soft hands 
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Fondlinff her beautiful yet drippinff hair» 

Emerj^iiig from the wave hke Venus crowned* 

Covered with rubies like a Persian blade; 

Her niotiier on her forehead kisses her. 

And feels the freshness of her dauf(hter*8 blood; 

But wiien a iK)et in a fountain spririf^ 

IIe*s like a {xmcher harried on the plain. 

Who, drinking water, then must run and hide. 

For my part, 1 care not for criticism; 

Fly though it may, it seldom has a sting. 

Last year they ealli-tl me Byron's cvipyist; 

You know me, and you know it is not so. 

I loathe as death the state of plagiarist; 

My glass, though small, fn»m it alone 1 drink. 

The Ixrst 1 know is, Ik.* an honest man. 

And true is this, 1 nothing disinter. 

Not iK'ing in love with public liver}', 

I neVr l^ecame a party pamphletetT. 

It€-sides, I never yet have made pretense 

To a|H! the century or its passii»iLs mail. 

Sad trade it is to follow tlu- dull en>wd. 

Shout louiler than the leaih rs. and keep pace, 

A-lianging on the csiat-taiU t*l the moh. 

One's always dry whni lu 's ^nt naught to drink. 

How many |M-ople shout for liUTty* 

Who laudeil kings, or hen* of Itrumaire! 

How many |M-ople c-('lii»in&; iru* iHtpuli, 

Kxtol the g(Nl tilt y nn(v hail huilVti-d! 

I label tlK-tn with name of kna\i^uiefla. 
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Such is the world, they say, " then 'tis to laugh." 
Abhorrent trade, abhorrent artisan. 
You think it fine? I think it damnable 1 
I ne'er have sung the songs of peace or war; 
The century's shame does not belong to me. 
'Tis better if 'tis right, then worse if wrong. 
All ask I is that I may have repose 
Amid the tumult, and fear not the time 
When an opinion wiU become remorse. 

You ask me if I love my fatherland. 

This I admit, and more, for Spain I love, 

Turkey and Italy, and even Greece, 

Nor Persia I dislike, think the Hindus 

Are very honest fellows, who can drink as we. 

Cities I hate, the pavements, tenements. 

All that leads to foul gregariousness ; 

To live between four doleful, smothering walls, 

Head under beam and feet above a grave. 

You ask me if I'm not a Catholic. 

I answer. Yes — yet love the god Nesu; 

Tartak and Pimpocan seem faultless, too; 

What say you of Parabavastuw? 

Bida I like; Khoda's a fellow good; 

And as for Kichatan, I nothing have to say; 

Fierce Michapous is yet a handsome god. 

Lawyers and liars and hypocrites I hate; 

They ser\'e Pimpocan, or Mahomet false. 

You may for me assure their ministers 

That where I go I know not, nor do care. 
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Voii ask nil' if I love t'uir wisdom's wavs. 

Why, yes, iiKk-iil, and also a ^cnmI smoke. 

1 love Uonk-aiix, cs|K*cially wiien it*s old, 

.And all tnic wines, for tliev sweet love create. 

I hate the iM/rots the deeeitful nice, 

or hypcKTites of manner, insolents. 

Who dun their virtues with their white 

^^Invcs. 
Satan was old wlu*n he iKrame a monk. 
rU Ik.' so old, whrn that dav will arrive. 
That it will Ikt the dav (»n whieh Tve dietl. 

Von ask me if 1 love Nwrct nature's mocvls. 
^^-^: and love alvi the enannMirinir arts. 
X'l'uus to \i\r is si»nu-thin^ ni:ir\(-!iuis. 
Is iMit :i li\ihi^ woman nf tine t'urm 
Hrtter than purest niarhle. vnu will savf 
The wtiinan s|K-aks, *tis true: the .sweet statue 
Is sihrit. :ini| the silf ner I prefer. 
I hatr the uhinin;; nf lestatie iuinls, 
IIc-riH's iif lanils(':ipcs. lalvrs. i»f sniall caM*aclc% 
Tlhit hncil uithiMit a name, whieh ean not iiKive 
W'ithiiut a IIinmI of mtms. tears, ami nt>U*s. 
Nature is d<»ulitli ss as hIu- s«-<-tiis tn us. 
IN-nhanee. irnin d. thev nature understand. 
Hut thev are still to me iuMMutahle. 

Do I love riches, ynii ini|u!re of me. 
^'es: and I alsf* lti\e Hrn.ill turtniies, ttiOp 
Hut. alKi\c all, I |i»\c mv mistressi-s; 
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Fortune to me is only liberty. 
She gives the power of moving o'er the world ; 
Soon as possessed she must be answered for; 
Her greatest boon is freedom to the will. 
I hate flat feet as I hate covetousnessl 
Give me the poaching highwayman instead. 
I hate the gilded wind that fills the fool; 
In hundred years, I fear, it may be said 
Our century of gold was only brass. 

You ask me if there's anything I love. 
To this I answer you as Hamlet would ; 
Doubt his Ophelia all that you may please^ 
Doubt the sky*s light, the perfume of the rose; 
Doubt virtue, yea, doubt day and night; 
Doubt all the world, but never doubt of love. 
To that, my dear, pray turn, as heliotrope, 
Which dies, with eyes fixed on belovM sun. 
And, like the misanthrope, prefer to all 
My love's sweet song and that of King HenrL 
Doubt, if you wish, the creature that you love. 
Woman, or dog, but not sweet love itself. 
Love is to soul as sunlight to the world. 
To love is great; the mistress matters not 
What of the flask, if wine intoxicates? 
Make life a dream without awakening. 
If tnie that Schiller but Amelia loved, 
Goethe but Christiane; Julia, Rousseau. 
May earth be li^t above ibemi They have 
loved 1 



i 
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I fear^ my friend, you tiiul my rhymes are bad; 

There are s«)me things iii whidi Ini not re- 
formed. 

I have no more a system* and love ease; 

I always tlioiight it shamefult lines to pad. 

As to soMK' folk tiiat ply tiiat handicraftv 

1 Sit- rcsi'iiihlanei' to u car|K.*iiter. 

To the ni-w |XH*ts j^Iory, wlio jfive rhyme 

Out* Icttrr more tiiaii fornu*riy ri-i|uired. 

Kravo! *Tis one more nail on whidi hangs 
thouf^lit. 

Tlie nUlvn lilKTtv Voltaire decrcfd 

Was hitiurto hut ^(nhI for feeble minds. 

A (TV nf |>aiu ran oikv thnnigh Italy 

When, at tiw* altars, An^-lo expired. 

With (lyin^ etntury raine melaneholy. 

As a |)n*MiitiiiH-iit tn shake ohl a^'. 

Art-In\in^' Aiip In h:i'| Irft the eartlu 

Sc-ckin;; mhiic ntlicr Ik Mvcn. as nurslinff seeks 

The lips aini l)i\a.st i»l in«>tluT. its dear friend. 

Art fill witli li'iM. ainl his n MMiiidiriK name 

Tin- 'I'uM-ans Imlil in ilcntlilrss nirniorv. 

Toilay fair art is ijcaii: she rii^iis no more. 

\uw lite ratun* a thdus.iiid n-avMis hath 

To s|M-ak (if niunicTs. of the (in)wn(*«L the dead. 

I)rs(*ril»in^ wantons, she is waxing fut; 

I)iwlliri>^' in sewers, now her soul's deeayed. 

TIail. harial soul in tatters weII-lN*f(HdtxK 
In having woiw^'d \ou 1 uiu^t tell the truth. 
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I want to introduce your better parts. 

To speak of you as art, where you have taught 

The world to think you but a chiffonmer. 

An artist is a man; he writes for men; 

Priest of the temple, he has liberty; 

His tripod is the universe, his theme is life; 

For incense, pain, and love, and harmoqy; 

The heart his victim, and the truth his god« 

The artist is a soldier, who deserts 

The ranks of life, that, on his own acoount. 

By one of divers roads, he may conunand* 

The one, as Calderon or as Merim6e9 

Covers reality with leaden mask. 

He shapes at first the hirnian silhouette^ 

With stony stare, and makes a mold of it. 

From which comes forth a naked effigy. 

Hard as the plaster that has filled the cast. 

Hard as the bronze of it, as hard as gold ; 

And what results from such a somber maskt 

Seek you the moral, the philosophy. 

Of classic, hieratic strenuousness? 

The form is to be worshiped, not the soolt 

And to the reader this excuse is given; 

Dream, if you will, but this is all he was. 

The other Shakespeare, or the great Radne^ 

Ascends the tripod, and, with lamp in hand. 

Writes with gold pen the story of the heart 

For you he searches it, that he may write 

All he has felt, and what he there has found; 

Still more, in finding it, what he has dreamed: 
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Action ff^r iiini is Init u mold for thought. 
Ilimilct kills Clodiiis, and Duncan, Madxrth. 
What matters cause of strife, if flash of swonl 
Can show us, in the dark, the hloiNly face? 
Tlie first disphivs to vou a skeleton: 
Vou think, how iieautiful. if elothctl with flosli. 
With all the supple ninseles of th* athlete. 
Such Inhics sf) ^raejons niif^ht Ik* thus overlaid. 
The second doth unfold a ^rljtterin^ rolM.\ 
Muscles uni*on<|Uen'd. ilesh that palpitates. 
And leaves you piessin^ of what hidden force 
(fives life to such an outward pageant. 
The former sees efl*e<'l. the lallvr eauv*. 
l'|H)n that douhle law the ujiole world rest.s. 
And (r(Mi alone can str it all at oner. 

For me« when that I see. 1 warn vou, friend, 
Mv vision nalU' is ih \«r much: 
1 luve to see tiHi eliarly t«» si-e Innjf. 

** Man. he dc lights tnc ii(»t. nor wimian, yet.** 

Hut were 1 fn-e to elitMisc a etrtain HMitc, 

IM ehof>si- the latter, and would dnmUt lio doubt 

I'm ill a liinni»r now ti» driam a lot. 
Hut here I stn|i, a\oidiii^ pnninj; it. 

I kn>iw not uliitlicr It-aiN this traseless talk; 
I ulsliitl to write a Wfird to ile<lii*ate 
My jHxiu t«i my li«'nt)ral»le frit-nd. 
Monsieur and vi forth, it is put always. 
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And then long-winded adulation flows, 
I've made mine rather long, I must confess. 
Some may imagine I have preface writ. 
I never read them; nor do you, I think. 



INVOCATION 

To love, to drink, to hunt, ah, such is life 
For sons of Tyrol, heroic and proud ! 
Brave mountaineers like eagles bold and free! 
Sky, where the sun disdains the smiken plain. 
That peaceful ocean, whose great waves are hills 1 
Peopled with echoes, sympathetic sky. 
The pirate of the mountains whistling goes. 
Who to the winds tlirows heart, and careless 

song; 
And distant Venice his horizon gilds. 
Rugged Helvetia guards his country-side. 
The south wind brings thee beauty, my Tyrol, 
The north winds bring thee Liberty ! 

Hail, land of ice! enthroned among the clouds, 
I icind of the wanderer and traveling deer. 
Land without olive-trees, where grow no vines, 
Where harvests do not gladden thee with cheer; 
Mother, thy nurslings drain a flinty breast, 
Rut still thcv love thee. 'Neath the bluish snow, 
Ry misty lakes their chalets greet the sun. 
That does not tan the white arms of the maid. 
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IlaiK noble land! Simple and naive art thou, 
A husy land that dcxrs not love the arts* 
Nor can the effeminate dreamer solace thee; 
Koth love and war alone strive on thv soil. 

m 

One f^rows not old in thy lon>; aftenioons. 
And it* at tinus thy ehildren. in the vales, 
Minjrji* a siin^ with si^^liin^ ot* the reeds. 
It provi's thi-ni sonj^sti-rs. like the merr}' birds. 
What hast thou, Tyn)l^ Neither ffods, nor 

wealth. 
Nor {HR'ts. temples, nor f;reat palaces. 
Hut that i^rcat love known by the splendid name 
or IJlK'i'tv! What matters to the momitainccr 
For what (iiTinanie d(-s|Nit. as a slave. 
Tile plainsiniin tears the furniw dit'p and widef 
llis tradi* is iKit U^ tlra^ thr Wi>ary.plow; 
lie siet'ps n|>i)n tin- snow, tlinrs whiii he kills. 
And hrrathrs tlu- air t^f hviiwu \i\Hn\ his hills. 

The air nf hcaxtii. pun* as thr tiame of fire! 

^^'S, IjlM-rty ill ciliiN ilif s of tilth. 

\'ainlv voii plant if r in vmir (-i\i| wars, 

\'aiiilv vi»ii Miw lur «\(n liii v<iiir tumlM; 

That tnc with t riirralii iHniLrhs ^rows not so low. 

Hut nil tlu- m<»iiiita:ii hci^^ht she stands siipmuc! 

WiMilil Villi U- f rit . thtii rlinili to I-iliertv! 
Cliiiit) tn lir-r. fln-aiiK rs sin- will imt descend! 
Take i^rippiiiu' viiidal and the iVrnded pick; 
And make a pil^rima^H- In LilRTty. 
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With every step the nearer she'll appear, 
If in your heart you'll feel her mighty throbs. 
Tyrol, no bard has sung thy mountain lands; 
Our golden muses need the citron-trees. 
Thou art not commonplace, if poverty 
Extends lean hand to hospitality. 
Poor hostess, welcome me ! for thou art worth 
All Italy, and though a Messaline in rags. 
For me I find thee virginal ; that grace 
Is mine ; for I to slake my thirst withal, 
I need a stainless stream, both clear and cold. 
But wandering dogs go to the water-trough. 
I love thee; who can touch thy stainless robe? 
And not like Naples, \4sitors o'emm, 
With ciceroni for thy panderers. 

The snow falls gently on thy shoulders bare. 
Be mine. I love thee. When virginity 
Departs from heaven, I shall statues love; 
Marble is better far than Phryne soiled^ 
With whom the famished seek their lewdest 

meals. 
Who makes the public street pass through her 

bed, 
\Vho has not time to put her girdle on 
'Twixt noontide loves and those of sable night! 




218 CUP AM) Tlii: LIP 



ACT THE FIRST 

SCKXK 1 

(A jmhlic nqunrv, A /ire hlazing in the midsL 

Unntirn. Frank.) 

ChoruH, As pale a.s love, and all with tears be- 

(Krkcd. 
The silvery feet nf evening tread the tiew. 
Mists eliiiih the sky, the sun in ili^ht departs. 
Let pleasure wake, the nl^ht shall In* its dawn! 
Diana ^lanit-d our suit't ehase afar. 
Heiieath the lurids ue IhikI with shi^^ish steps. 
I'nr lis, re|Mise ami rest I The i^lavs we lift. 
Our si;^Tial. hn tliren. tn l)(-|:in the fe:Lst. 
Frank. Fur me, Tve nDthini: killed, and Iirani- 

hle. hriar. 
Have torn niv hands. I'non the dust niv hniiiHl 
(*i»uld liek in hliNnl the traees nf my step^. 
ChttruM, 'Ihr davs. mv frien«l. dn diAVr each 

from each. 
Draw iii^h. make i»ne in our i^lad ennipaiiy. 
(•inh! f ri( ndsliip. sir. is liLr th«- merry imp 
That liy th«' tiresidt u^fMs t*p»m hand \n hand. 
Oni' will drink ih-fp his \\r:\\. ani»tlier wii. 
Ami Il»a\«ri nli|i\:.»fi risS intn the uine; 
Tm happy nuw tn-ni&^dit. ti»'rnnrn»w ymi. 
Frank. My v«iks are mine, and yixirs how ciiuld 

1 takef 
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I have not learned to live at others' cost; 
For that I'll stay till men cut off their hands; 
I sure would make a sorry parasite; 
For only fasting long, and famine's curse, 
Shall make me run to scent the steam of feasts. 
I am the better marksman, keen of eye, 
And why do I find nothing? Tell me that. 
Am I a scarecrow? Opportunity, 
The strumpet, gets so limping lame and sore. 
And then so bald, by dint of running loose. 
That none can catch her, seize her neck and nape I 
Like you, I hunt the roebuck near and far; 
My neighbor shoots it ere my eye beholds. 
Chorus. And if your neighbor, why reproadies 

loud? 
Community engenders human strength. 
Anger not God. It is the reed that bends; 
The man lacks patience and the lamp lacks oil. 
And pride in anger counsels very ill. 
Frank. Community — a word to stir my galll 
Nor yet am I brought down to beg for bread. 
Mordieul Here's gold, my men, enough to live! 
Mankind's old foe may follow, if he will; 
rU make him trot a very pretty race. 
A man must be a bastard if he tadks 
His own to others' woes. Am I a slave? 
The social compact's no affair of mine; 
I did not sign it in my mother's womb. 
1 f others little own, should I own naught? 
Of God you talk, blaspheming mine the irfnle. 



CUP AND THE LIP 219 

I have not learned to live at others* cost; 
For that I'll stay till men cut off their hands; 
I sure would make a sorry parasite ; 
For only fasting long, and famine's curse, 
Shall make me run to scent the steam of feasts. 
I am the better marksman, keen of eye, 
And why do I find nothing? Tell me that. 
Am I a scarecrow? Opportunity, 
The strumpet, gets so limping lame and sore. 
And then so bald, by dint of running loose, 
That none can catch her, seize her neck and nape I 
Like you, I hunt the roebuck near and far; 
My neighbor shoots it ere my eye beholds. 
Chorus. And if your neighbor, why reproaches 

loud ? 
Coniniunity engenders human strength. 
Anger not (iod. It is the reed that bends; 
The man lacks patience and the lamp lacks oil, 
And pride in anger counsels very ill. 
Frank. Community — a word to stir my galll 
Nor yet am I brought down to beg for bread. 
Mordieu! Here's gold, my men, enough to live! 
Mankind's old foe may follow, if he will; 
ril make him trot a very pretty race. 
.A man must be a bastard if he tacks 
His o\Mi to others' woes. Am I a slave? 
The social compact's no affair of mine; 
I (lid not sign it in my mother's womb. 
1 1' others little own, should I own naught? 
Of God you talk, blaspheming mine the while. 
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ni lives the wretch who lives but for himself. 
The soul, a ray from heaven, unseen, in thrall, 
In donjons dim, is racked with deadly throes. 
She seeks her sisters from her exile's gloom ; 
And tears and songs eternal voices are, 
Of those Grod's daughters calling o'er the gulfs. 
Frank. Sing, then, and weep, if such should be 
your will I 
malediction is no awful thing. 
M^ it to you, such as it may be. 
ist — ^a toast our feast to dedicate! 
' propose — {Taking a glass.) 

Bad luck to new-born babes! 
HI labor! cursed be dreams of hope! 
where rolls the sweat of bony arms! 
the ties of blood, the ties of life! 
i amily and society ! 
lomeSy and on the city too, 
I ion on our fatherland ! 
•us (titti ng from a house). AATio 

to fling against our roof 
ng cries, 

trumpet-calls 
k! 'Tisvou? 
envious ])ride. 
honest folks? 
e yours, 
s trail, 
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Ah, pride is womairs iHirity, the .strt*ngth 
Of wurricirs, as of iiiartvrs on the cn)ss» 
And pride is virtue* honor, f^^nius too; 
It is the truee ot* l>eautv left in life; 
I 'prifrhtness in the |MN>r, f^reatness in kings. 
I fain wonltl know rej^ardin^ mortal men« 
And first myself, what end of ^rinxl we ser\'c. 
Von see pale skies U'Vond the Inftv hills? 
From morn to vvv. all rountl tlu- tnjlinf; throng 
Some vast alrmhies wliieh men eitii-s name; 
Intri;;nes and passjuns. |uTils, joys of sense» 
All life is tlu-rr. All isMus forth. t*«>mt*s in. 
KIsewhere dis|Mrs«'d, lure all is eententi fimi. 
His life man press«-s. In- would quatf its wine. 
Like those who enish ami press the elusteml 

^ra|K*. 
ChnruM. Some dire aml>ition. Frank, vour anul 

eonsnmcs. 
V(»nr haughty jMiverty ahlmrs itM-If : 
Viinrvlf yon hate, in all this kin^hke pridc« 
And hatr vniir ncii^hlMir uho is like to yon. 
Sprak. \a;^alNiiid. Iiivt* yun ynur sin-, yotir Uuidf 
At miiniin^f's Imath fitl you a thrillinff limrif 
And dii \i>ii kneel iK-t'ort* ymi sink to slirpf 
What IiIimnI is yimrs. that yon can move through 

life 
A man of tiron/c sn that pure friendsliip, love 
And passiiin, eimtident^e ami pity swert. 
Must merely ^dide u|Min a m iiv-levs flint. 
Like dnips of water on the marhle smooth. 
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HI lives the wretch who lives but for himself. 
The soul, a ray from heaven, unseen, in thrall. 
In donjons dim, is racked with deadly throes. 
She seeks her sisters from her exile's gloom ; 
And tears and songs eternal voices are, 
Of those God's daughters calling o'er the gulfs. 
Frank. Sing, then, and weep, if such should be 

your will! 
jMy malediction is no awful thing. 
I give it to you, such as it may be. 
A toast — a toast our feast to dedicate! 
And I propose — {Taking a glass.) 

Bad luck to new-born babes! 
A curse on labor I cursed be dreams of hope ! 
The seed, where rolls the sweat of bony arms! 
Cursed be the ties of blood, the ties of life! 
Cursed the family and society! 
A curse on homes, and on the city too, 
And malediction on our fatherland! 
Another Chorus {issuing from a house). Who 
speaks — who comes to fling against our roof 
Such monstrous, clamoring cries, 
And sound to us such hideous tnmipet-calls 
Of malediction ? Frank, speak out ! 'Tis you ? 
You^re but a sluggard filled with envious pride. 
What right, to come and torture honest folks? 
You hate our calling, Judas; we hate yours. 
And why not wander seeking fortune's trail. 
If you do find a father's roof too low? 
Your pride is but a coffin, leaden sealed. 
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Vou think you puiiisli Heaven with petty spite; 
And this, your utmost iN)wer» to stretch these 

amis, 
And curse a Ctod whose eyi* rests not on you. 
KenienilRT, now, tliat princr of blasphemy, 
The most outrageous (u*nd ol* all the fallen. 
Was tlun^ fnim heaven ere he *f;an to nirae. 
All the liuntrrs. Now why deeline a place to 

feast wilh us? 
Frank {t(f one). Alas! my nol»lc lord, one pit- 

taruv >;nuit. 
One mite. iK-eause I hunger and I thirst; 
A little nioiiiy, just t«i purchase hread. 
(littruM. An- vou a elown, to miK*k vour own 

dislnssf 

Frank. My lord, a ehannin;: mistress sure you 

ha\e: 
1 eould extol her. sini^ini;. turn hy turn, 
.\ ^oMcii iiif :iri of JTUKNiiii*!' and love. 
A ptHir mail ou^lit tn elircr his host at least, 
l't»r, alt» r all. if |)iH»r. he is to hlame. 
Hut think \oii it IN niee and >i;efienius 
To tliii;: smiir |ia\ in;^-stoii( s i»ii dmwninf; men? 
Wake ri'tt to \ » ii:^'i anei tlu- unt'ortunate. 
(liuruH. .Sniiir snn.lM-r thmori preys u|mhi your 

soul; 
Vour taunS r Is t«Ni jrrim. liiMsmsulate. 
Frank. l'*or it' these wretelics elit risll augfat of 

pride. 
If not a m(»ld of men Iv woman clav, 
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If heart they have and hands, or simply wear 
By chance some weapon hanging at the belt. 
Chorus. What meaneth this — a challenge for a 

fight? 
Frank. A poniard may be blmited, thrusts fall 

short, 
But if the poor man, sick of weary life. 
Resents an insult, grasps a biuning brand, 
And flies to hurl its fire against his home! 

(Picks up a blazing log and tosses it on his 
cottage. ) 
The hour is his : it is his father's home. 
His own home, too, his property, the tomb 
Of day-dreams and of lonely tears at night 
The fire must stay there, for he kindled it 
Chorus. Does fever craze you? Hold^ incen- 
diary! 
With one foul cast you're burning all our townl 
Hold! Where, to-morrow, shall our diildren 

rest? 
Frank. Behold me on the threshold, sword in 

hand. 
Come on, and were you now a host in arm8» 
And were the world in smoke to disappear. 
Thunder and blood, 1*11 make a ghost of him. 
The first that dare to throw one drop upon 
The dunghill straw! Think you, if Fm a 

plague, 
To chase me with impunity, a hound? 
Did you not bid me go, my fortune tedL? 
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I f^. You tmde nic. Vein would never go. 

'Tis I who act. Departing, I illuminatet 

To imvc the pleasure, as I wend my way. 

To see vour town in cxlsi* I want to look. 

Here is no deed of futile nmdnes5L Thev 

Who eall ine idle, and a man of pride. 

Are truthful. Hut so Iniij^ as stands this thatch* 

This (*ntt:i^e. it will stand my monument. 

This little hnuse, these walls of stone. ^nkI sirSt 

Tn nie wrre patrimony, and enough 

It is to make f>ne love his dunghill, there 

For twintv vears to sleep. 1 luirn it now! 

*Tis 1, my phantom scattered to the winds. 

And now. vr wintls. vou ordv have to l»Iow: 

Full (tftt'ii. on tciiiptstuous nights, you come 

To shake mv d<Mir. to call alouti mv name. 

I cornr, mv hn»thcrs, now. delivrr viui 

Mv lif.'td. I l:<». and (i«>d shall show thinse feet 

A path, or Chance, if C'haniv should lie our (tod. 

ScKNi: II 
(A phiiu. Frnnh\ mcvting a young girl,) 

Shi'. (iinhI cxiiiing. Frank. Wliere go youf 

I.oiM' tlif- plain, 
^'our do^'s. and wla-rc arc thev, rash moiin* 

taiint rf 
Frank. (i<MMl r\ening. Dridaniia. Vihi hare 

left 
Vour mother uhere, mv pnidentf Whv to lalcf 
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She. I gathered, on my way, a bunch of 

flowers — 
Sweet roses. Take them all, to bring you luck. 

{She throws them to him.) 
Frank. How gaily she runs off! Her mother 

lives 
Xear me, and I have seen the child grow up 
In beauty innocent She loves me not. 

Scene III 

{Dawn. A hollow road in a forest.) 

Frank {sitting on the grass). And when they 

speak the latest word, and when 
The paltry hut of luckless, begging Frank, 
Is turned to cinders, scattered to the winds. 
Can any dream his fate? That doom is death! 
But if he be too young, and loath to die? 
Ah, misery! and havoc! Fate strides on. 
A Voice {in a dream). 

Two paths there are in life; 
A lonely path of flowers, 
Which winds through shady bowers. 
Exempt from grief, from strife; 

We pass, and hardly see 
The brooklet in the plain. 

Which noiseless seems to flee. 
The sands which ne'er retain. 
Another like the torrent falls 
In everlasting onward dole. 
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Which 'neath the feet of prodigals 
Ixinii's mck iiiiceasing mil. 

One is eniifinecl» the other broad; 
One (lies, the other then begins; 

Of patience one, the narn)iv road; 
That other, of uniliit ion's sins. 
Frank (in a dream). 
W' spirits, if ye would forclNnle my end, 
WlK-relore shcuiM niv C'riator, (ioil, 
Hnth ^ive nie lilV, and at'trr downward send 
Th«)se sparks divinr. that swiftly hiirn 
Mv heart and hfe to aslus turn if 
Wherefore thr llrr wIk rr salarnanchrs hide? 
Wherefore feel I tins heart aiiia/rd omiplainf 
'Tis weak tht* (|uiv(iiritr ilashes to (*i>nstrain, 
Whieh. heaven-dt'setiided, tar alMivc would ridei 

Thcv who ill mad aiiihitioirs tins (*onsunie, 

WIio s(*t*k to (iMirt thi' iiiiudity ones of earth. 
They in their pride have taken ver^* and mum 

To spurn sweet love aii<l all her antic mirth. 
Those unlaniented anil without desire. 

Who die I'ori^ottt II in v»inr wonuurs anns. 
They, niourdaiiieer. with :dl the soul's hriffht tirr. 

IIa\e jeered at ^di>ry, si-orned its joys' alarms. 
Fninh. 
\ini talk of greatness, then, of >rIor\' prate. 

Shall 1 will treasured Shall nuirs rnemoiiet 

keep 
To distant times u linini; thou>;ht of mcf 
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Make answer — answer ere the trance abate. 
Unfold the things to happen, but that sleep 

Within futurity's Cimmerian sea. 
Voice. 

This is the hour when, free from anxious 
thought. 
You used to wake, your study to resume. 
And meditation, which your labors brought 

In lone pursuit of love chimeras' doom. 
You went unto that solitary cot. 

Where Deidamia watched beside the hearth. 
Coming, you sat above the embers hot. 

And told of woes soon lost in peaceful mirth. 
You had no hopes, and in the solitude 

You loved like children; habits quiddy bring 
Each day their teaching, ope at every word. 

Love's path ; o'er each poor heart is halnt king. 
Frank. Too late, ye spirits; I have burned my 

cot. 
Voice. Repent I repent 1 

Frank. No, no! There's naug^it — no hope sur- 
vives. 
Voice. Repent! repent! 

Frank. I've curses on my father brought. 

Voice. Awake! arise! for fortune's hour has 
come. 

{The 9un appears. Frank amakem. Stra- 
nio, young Count Palatine, and Jm mii- 
tress, Monna Belcolore^ ride hy.) 
Stranio. Get up, you churl, and let me piM! 
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Frank. You wait until I rise. Xow, have a 

care! 
Stranio. Up, lunind. Make haste, or never rise 

a>;ain ! 
Frank. Sci-ho! My man and horse, you*re not 

to pass. 
I 'hsIitatlK* that swonl, or forfeit is your life! 
I'oinr. parry that! 

(Thi'jififrht: Stranio falls.) 
Itilculori\ What is the name vmi bear? 

Frank. Charles Frank. 

Hi'lntlt»n\ I likf you. Well you fijfht for life. 
(iimh! .sir. pray tell iiic where your home may be. 
Frank. 'Vhv 'rvrol. niadunie, is niv native land. 
Htlmlnrc, Thry tt'll ine I am handsome; now, 

tlo ViUl 

Ayri'f with surh a vrnlict? 

Frank. No star more lovely. 

Uilritlitrc. 1*111 hut t-i^httrn years old — and 

\inif 
Frank. Twvuix am I. 
Hi Injure. Thru niount the Inirse; and oome 

ami sup with nie! 

I FsJ'iuntA 
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ACT THE SECOND 

Scene I 

{A SaUm.) 

Frank {before a table covered with gold coin). 

Of hidden threads controlling human life 
Thou, gold, art subtlest and most marvelous I 
() primal element, tear stolen from the sun! 
Sole, ever-living God among false gods, 
^ledusa, that dost change the heart to stone, 
And turn to dust, beneath the rose-queen's feet. 
The rol)e of innocent virginity! 
Sublime in thy corruption, our will's key, 
Acce]it my wonder! Speak, aloud proclaim. 
That honor is a word, and virtue vain; 
That man possessing thee is noble, good; 
That naught but thou is true. Delirium 
Could not invent so wild, audacious dreams, 
So monstrous, far removed from nature's book. 
That thou couldst not with dreadful lever's force 
Lift up an universe to make them true. 
^Vnd vet, how manv men have never seen, 
Kxcept in fancy, what I see! My heart, 
Enchanted, plunges in this glittering heap! 
All, all is mine; and spheres and worlds shall 

dance 
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A tliousaiul whirlitif; nmiuls before the suii 
Af^aiii sliull see another stnike like this. 
My heart is overwliehnetl. 1 eoinpreheiid 
What makes tlie dyiii^;, when (leatli*s ehill doth 

(rloat in <Ieli^lit oVr hoanh'd ;^>1(I, 

And whv nl(i nun hide treasure in the earth. 

(//{■ anrnts. ) 
'Tis fiftt^'n tliniisand. and the rest assun*d. 
What fate hath hnMi«^ht nie this ailveiiture 

strange? 
What shnuld I do ti)-da\ , to-morniw wliat. 
Had erazy Stranio ru-vt-r cmssrd my pathf 
I shiy \\\r pal;itiiu', liis mistnss win: 
Drink drip with her: they mike rnc ;^amhlr, too. 
I shmilil h:i\<- lost. I ;;ain wine's rapture this. 
I ;;aiii: I <|iiit thr iNianl. The stp)kr\ fnmi (Hid. 

« Opt ti,s n Ti iudtfiK. ) 
Oh. nMild I SI I- myself pass l»y Ulow. 
As I |iM»krd Vfstinliv. I. Frank, thr Ii»nl 
Of this alnMlf. piissfssjii!^ tna.sun-fi ;ri*ld. 
l{ihi»ld pass liy |HNir Trank. thr hunter of the 

han-, 
lie strf triirs iMit his hand. I llini; him f{i>ld. 
litre, Frank, jNNir luir^'ar. take. iHw>r wrvtch. all 

this. 

iiti' hihiM a hiitulftil i*f i'l'/i/.^ 
Indrffl. it Minis ti> nii- that lii'a\fn and earth 
lirstouid on nif- nil piurf than i«hat*s my due« 
And that sinet xistirdav 1 own the worid. 
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Scene II 

{A road. Mountaineers passing. Hunting- 
song in the distance.) 

Bold huntsman, what see you above the vale? 
]My hounds will scratch the ground to find the 

trail. 
Up, up, my horsemen! 'Tis the chamois' trace; 
The chamois rises. Fair my mistress' face! 
The chamois trembling flies. God keep my dear I 
The chamois checks the hounds in woodland near. 
Ah, could I touch her hand, my charming sweet. 
Across the lawn the pack and chamois fleet: 
Ilallali, my comrades, victory is mine; 
How sweet my mistress, and her eye how flne! 
Chorus. Here in this palace, friends, where now 

we stand, 
Al)oilc the first, the last man of the land — 
Frank, who for twenty years a huntsman great, 
Kndurcs to live to-day a strumpet's mate. 
What life is this? By night, by day, a thrall; 
AVliat solitude, death's image rules the hall; 
And now and then, when misty nig^t descends, 
^\n unknown woman by a window bends, 
^\nd raven tresses to the north wind lends. 
Frank is no more. From mount he disappears, 
And could he wake, perchance, in dream, he 

hears 
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Tlie vciicc of time gone by! Tears, brothei 

weep I 
lie never comes j^ay hallali to keep 
With liounds alx)ut him on the blood-stmincd 

f^rass. 
Bare annetl, unseam the Inicks to death that pass. 
And at the nu*et to rest and drink the snow. 
Those rills that, pure of foot, from ice-fields flow. 

(Ejccunt.) 



SCKNK III 

(Sight. Terrace near a mad. Monna Bei' 
adore ami Frank in a kii^k.) 

Ueleulore, SIet*p, pallid one; your faintnoB 

put to tliffht 
I'litil \\\v inorruw, hrart <m niisfrrss' hn^isl. 
Viuir .strtii^^^tli is K«)in;;. and tlay ennu's apacr. 
Vour iM-aiitrous I yrs nf hlue art* sinking;. Slrrpu 
Frank. The dav ninies not. Awakr. tlic fever 

liiirns! 
() Itrlmlfin*. tliis tin* tiinsiinit s iiiv Vf*ins! 
My licirt witli ii»vf Is lanuuiNliiii^: time flic*; 
And what tn nir this Nky. \\\ ni^^ht or dayf 
Utli'ttlnre. Ah. Carld niiiu-, vinir head doth red 

and sink. 
And tall u|Nin your hands as nVr your cup 
Vou slunilKT. set in to dir ami waniler far. 
All, weak as woman, you shall yield and sleep. 
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Frank ( aside ) . Yes, day will dawn. O beauti- 
ful, my sweet! 

I sink to death ; strength gone, my youth expires. 

A shadow of myself, a remnant vain, 

A looming specter of myself at night. 

O God I So young yestreen, to-day I fail. 

You slew me, and your body is my tomb. 

My kisses wore the threshold of that tomb; 

My winding-sheet your tresses black and long. 

Those torches take away ; the window ope. 

Let sunlight in ; this sun may be my last. 

The sun shall find me, fain to bid farewell 

To that pure sky that wins me to my God! 

Belcolore. Why keep me, then, if I have 
brought you death? 

Must you for two nights, die, in pleasure spent? 

Frank. Of dying every happy lover speaks. 

You slew me! From that mom my eye met 
yours. 

My Ufe began. The rest was not a life, 

^\nd never has my heart throbbed save on yours. 

You gave me wealth, you opened wide the world! 

Behold, my love! superbly fair this night! 

Before such a witness, what is all we say, 

If soul speak clear and soul fit answer give? 

Mute is the angel of the night of love. 

Belcolore. Last night at lansquenet you won 
what gold ? 

Frank. I care not, know not. Memory disap^ 
pears. 
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X()w» now! l^nto my arnis! Let me adore! 
Annisc nic, speak! Uecount your liistory. 
Ni>;lit spleiulid, night sui>erb! My tears burst 

forth. 
Uclatlarc, You wisli to wukt% thai rather tell 

vour life. 
Frank. We are .si) liappy that I wcniki fornvt. 
What eouid 1 sav, in faitlif Sueli stories are 
Tlie talc of deeds and tlauf^ers whi>se empire 
Is Mivcrei^n master of oblivion *.s Iiniir. 
Naught liave 1 done, nuu>(ht seen; what Cfmld I 

tellf 

Th«* stnrv of inv life, the storv of mv heart, 

• • • • 

A (*oiintry .stran^^- ulure Journeying I have 

gone. 

Hold fast niy brow, fi>r strength is ebbing fast. 
S|M'ak. sp<-ak. for I would listen to the end. 
Now. llitn, urn- pH'tty kisM I give, you take. 
Orif Mns fnr life of voiirs. and tell me all. 
ItiUnUirc \xi::hiui:\. Not always have I lived 

as men inav think. 
Mv familv in Klon-nee oniv was great. 
Hut ruin eaiiif . and bitter need (*omiH-lled 
This life I lead of hi>nor ItM, of slianie. 
My ln'art was mver formeil- - 
Frnnk iturnin:; hU txuk). Always tlie same 

i'ld tair! 
Tliis is. I guf ss. till- twiiitirth pu^s of frhom 
1 a.sk it, and eaeli time the same ohl sf»ngl 
Wliom Imve the v v*i u to fiMiI and make belieref 
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My God! what niiry bog has caught me now? 
1 thought this girl to be too fine for this. 

Belcolore. My father died 

Frank. Enough, I pray I 

The rest I mean to get from JuHe there, 

Near any cross-roads where she waits for men. 

{Both remain silent for a time.) 
Tell me, that famous day when you rode up. 
What hazard, or what sympathy, or what 
Queer fancy, prompted you to lead me off? 
I wore poor, dusty garments stained with blood. 
Belcolore. I told you once that you fought well 

the fight. 
Frank. Sincerely, now, you liked a robust man. 
Your eyes for once, my child, did not read right. 
A woman loves a burden-porter, yes; 
The taste, like other tastes, in nature lies. 
Were I a woman, fond of strong men too, 
I should not run at random in my quest; 
I should go forth among pothouses, where 
From half a dozen wrestlers I might choose. 
Another word: the man I took you from 
Was keeping you, no doubt, to please his lust? 
Belcolore. Of course. 
Frank. Were you not crushed by his untimely 

death? 
The rattle in his throat — a dreadful sound; 
The left eye out! The pommel of the sword 
Had gashed his brow, the throat itself was 

pierced. 
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Dciieatli the liorscs* hoofs he lay a oorse! 
l^ike the torn ivy, which itself will drag 
To cliiif; oiK*e more upon a shaf^f^ oak, 
That wretcli would drag and writhe and cling 
To what was life. And vou, a nnird'reas dark, 
VvH neither soul nor heart within voii sink? 
Vou siMikc no word nor moved one little stepf 
Hi'lcolnrc. Do you pretend 1 have a h?art of 

stoned 
Frank. Kven what I utter can not stir the 

heart ! 
Udailnrc. I hate coarse words. My manner 

elsewliere leads. 
And when nne word I need, I sficak not two. 
^'^ll. Frank, have eeused tt) love. 
Frank. 1? I adore« 

Fair Helnilnre! Tve read, it was some bonk 
That, flip twn ha|>py Invrs, the time most swrct 
Was *nii(i the uhis|MTin^s of a sleepless night* 
Amid intMxieatinri after love, 
Willi S4TISIS pcaeefnl and desire for^nt; 
When hand in hand, and soul emliracing VHlL 
Tun |o\(s are niii*. and lieing *neath the spell 
Of halniy happiness that hrt*e<Is one dream; 
Wlun slir. :is friend, put cifT the mistrrsa, bida 
Iler wrJl-lK |n\id expinn* her det'|KT heart* 
As a ONiI Npriii^r wherein the wave is calm 
Betrays prnfuiind deli>;hts in purity. 
Then know wr nil the price of her we lo%'e; 
Tlien we exult tliat we have chosen well; 
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Following the footsteps of those to whom death 
Shows up the seerets of being and breath. 
Poring beneath his lamp with loving zeal. 
Seeking from science what it would reveal, 
Barren and profitless, all uninviting, 
Sitting all night at work, studiously writing. 
Sometimes in darkness, and when the white 

moon. 
Hiding her rays in the midnight star-strewn, 
Dauntlesslv heedless of such barren task, 
Conning the laws of the worlds, and he*d ask 
News of that starry sea, which neither fate, 
Xor eye, nor thought could ever calculate. 

lint ah! n(nv numberless evenings have passed 
Since when awav all his work he had cast, 
Cloistered in walls where his father had died, 
iVIone he has lived, and the world he defied 
1 'or tw(^ long years 'neath its saddened gray roof. 
Meeting no eyes; and at peace? See the proof. 
For the few friends who think of him, give him 

his rights, 
Counting the days, have forgotten the nights. 
Sought he for silence in hiding away? 
Peace? Was it rest? Well, be that as it may. 
What was his reason? Why, no one knows quite 
What makes him stand on his threshold to-night. 

Night, like a conqueror swiftly comes on. 
With rustling banners, by winds lightly blown, 
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Vast shadow-armies encroach on the fields. 
Forcing the Siiirs retreat. Slowly he yields; 
He rests on the niountaui-top his failing b«iML 
Sees ni^ht\s dominion oer all the dark Isnd, 
Throws a last l(K)k the f(»rest askance, 
Kedcrnin^ the landscajM.' with his dying glanee. 
So dies the (hiy. and twilight linj^crs not. 
Itleak, wintry nij^ht triumphs now where it 
fought. 

Now scattered ^nnips of tiK* idlers and churls» 
Koaiiiiii^r ill idlnu'ss. flouting; the girls. 
Are still fliseernihle through the dusk light* 
Under the hiackened thatch, gleams warm and 

hri^rht, 
Wann u|) the dwdlinfrs, old. niinnl ami gmr. 
With drip fmin the iNuighs and Hh: winter's 

ilvnw: 
Near in \\\v rhurcli swert voices arc ringing; 
Rising'' like iiicciiM' to (iinI is the singing. 
The wind's uiMcr niusir is rattling tin' {uines* 
And tilt- s:id M-a ai*t*ords with its iNHuning 

fraihs. 
Faint disi-nnls arisiii<; whirh plainly lifspeak 
^rii.'it lii*' risr which i*onies at thr eml of the wi 
(*ari-li ss ranmsf Ts haw thrown thmiglit awsv* 
For^i tlnl of that whii-li tiny wen* yt^stridsT, 
Hathin^ with swiat their hread, making their 

moan, 
Scartt^Iv to iVtl that their soul is their 
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Sure of to-day, and no care for to-morrow, 

Oblivion's the lasicst cure for uU sorrow. 

To one and all tliis panacea's given; 

Like to the dew, it falls straight ilowii from 

heaven. 
To recoUect or forget is upon earth 
Costly elixir of niarvdotis worth. 
Tiburce, conteinjiliiting tiiis passing pliase. 
Scarcely perceiving the figures in liaae, 
Motley reflections of this life of his 
Under these roofs, how the sa<I destinies. 
Follow their course and in silence endure, 
Tihurc^ so deemed that lie also was poor. 

Ah, Poverty cruel, what advantage art thou 
To him who from lean breasts drinks milk's bar- 
ren flow? 
To what shall we liken a commonplace man. 
Who, following at even the way he began. 
Walking with nieasure<I step his lonely way. 
Night only brings him slet-p for the next day? 
Perhaps it is uise; a less heavy wave 
Bends down more slowly his head to tbe 

grave. 
But he whom Genius has richly endowed. 
When the thick shadon's of midnight eiisliroud. 
By the pale deinon Insomnia pressed, 
Sufl'ers in silemx; unti Hntletli no rest. 
Lives of a twofold life, what is lie here? 
When at the gate of sleep there doth appear. 
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Like iiuffvl of Paradise set tliere to guard* 
liivineihle thou^lit, with its bri^itt fl^m'ng 

su'onl, 
Kxcludiii^ sweet sleep as an unwelcome guest, 
Kei^Ms oVr his pillow and chant's his rest 
Into a solitude vast luui more drear 
Than the ^rini dest^rts on the world's fmntierf 
Hut hark! in the silencv the lK'lfr\'*s lone knell; 
Tiliurer has arisen. ** For prayer -it is welL 
So he it; 'tis ri^ht — for me they will pray/' 
And so Ik* (h'parts on his devious way. 

Day is no time ff>r an evil drvisinj;; 
The hold an- impnidcnt. all rauti«»n despising; 
Tliou^dit. in avoiflin;^ tlu* world's o]K*n eycs« 
Takes i!i'^dit to tlu* (heps of the hrart where it 

lii's. 
Xi^ht. Imly ni^dit, who doth fvrr renew 
Till* sun-lH-atcn Ihiwrrs uitli tenderest dew! 



Star of till' rvrmii^. thou liri;rht mcssc*nger» 
l'Vi>iii lli\ Mue paK'uv that shint-st afar. 
With fan- all :i;;lo\v fn>m thr clouds of tlie 
When forr this watehfulnrss ovrr the plaillf 



The- trm|N\st has lulled, and tl)e wiiwls tofllj 

hn atlu-; 
'I'hf forist, a-tn-mhlr, wtrps oviT tin' heath; 
The- hutti rtly ^didi-d, in liis airy tli^lA, 
('n»ss(s till- switt-sirntnl nu-ad and alightife 
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AVhat seekest thou on the bare, sleeping eartb? 
So fleet to the momilains I sec tliee fly forth; 
Thou fleest smiling, my luchryiiiose friend, 
And thy tremulous glancing has come to an end. 
Star on the hills with thy silvery light, 
Dropping bright tears from the mftntle of niglit; 
Thou from afar sctst the shepherd retreat. 
While, step by sti'ji, his fltx-k follow his feet. 
Star, whither goest thou out from the host? 
Seek'st thou a bed of reeds on some lone coast? 
^Vhithe^ away, O star, wand'ring forever. 
To fall hke a pearl in the lap of the river? 
If thou must die, star, and if tliy most rare 
Form in the vast sea must plunge its blond hair, 
Before thou dost leave us, I'or one moment stay; 
Star of sweet love, do not yet go awayt 

III 

Answ'ring her friend. Georgette said. " It is true, 
I love to roam by the m-ean's deep blue, 
And see the waves die on the still sleeping sands." 
" But why do you wirep? " cried Bell, taking her 

hands. 
" Do not bid me to cease, Bell, for these are s\t-cet 

tears — 
Sweet, and yet causeless; and yet — Still your 

fears; 
Often fear has its dmmis. It is pleasant to stay; 
Let us remain for a moment, I pray." 
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*' Alas! dear Georgette, I must do as jrou mij» 
But the night is fast deepening. God aid IM^ I 

pray ! 
But tell me, dear» what does this trembling pot^ 

tend ? " 
Georgette softly sighed as she looked at her 

friend: 
*' Before eaeh, *tis said, in our journey through 

life, 
A double path stretehes and eauscs us strife; 
But one, and one only, exists. Bell, for thee; 
Tell nir, next winter how old you will bef 
Why, of i*«>nrse 1 should know it: otir age is the 

same. 
How silly am I to forget! hut I claim 
That I lovr tlur, |MM)r Bell, fnmi the depth of 

mv hrart." 
* (iiorgina, what ails yotif We really 

start. 
IIcM*. let mr sup|>ort you, and lend me 

hantl. 
Yniir limhs are a-tn*mhle — you scmrcdjr 

stand.'* 

They tiMik a few stefis. Georgette tremUing and 

slow. 

" Stop! stop! '* she cri(*d out, '* no farther IH gik 
I raiinnt tift* fmm it! Oh, can vou not aeef 
I'm pair, and I suflVr^ It s(*t*ms now to 
That the ni<:v of thf wind and soiuid of the 
Will soiiii lav mv bn>ken lieart low in the 
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Ah, Belial my Bc-Ua! it's only through thought. 
So much have I siitl'L-rcd, si> invicli huve I fouglitt 
What a terrible night! it seemed never to end — 
So sweet, yet so awi'al; but hearken, my friend." 
" Speak, dear Grtorgiiia, and tell me thy woe." 
" Yes, all of it, Bella, thou oughtest to know. 
Oh, lend me thy hopefulness, dear, to defend 
And comfort my soul — my sister, attend. 
It is from happiness. Bella, I die. 
My life like a stream to the ocean sweeps by; 
To thee all these waters, Uicse woodjs, arc riiiite; 
Come, let me apeak of their secret repute," 



IV 

Here on a meadow the dcw-mcnstened heaUi 
Bends by the wiinl of Ihe cvcning'.s soft breath; 
The castle of Somlen, that ven'rable hall. 
Lifts its sad portals and fnnvns o%'er all. 
There, at the foot of those walls, Tiburce stays; 
Dismounting, he listens, and meanwhile his gaze 
Scans the damp windows, where now and again 
Shadows within cast their forms on the pane. 
" Feasting again." said Tiburc^ with a sneer; 
" Has she deceived me somehow, I fearf " 
As a low sound on the hill caught liis ear. 
He was unarmed and alone, and surmised 
Some one a plot to betray had devised. 
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With hesitant step he approaches the gmtes; 
l^'tulcr the iK>rtars deep shadow he waits; 
Just then a window attracting his eye. 
Calls him to make reconnaissance thereby. 
What a surprise is revealed to his gaaBe, 
Near the warm liearth with its hright, crackliqg 

hla/.c- 
Smolui thf t'ldiT, with fatherlv care, 
Lcadifi;^ tlir others in family prayer! 
O'er the old warrior, oner so terrific. 
Holiness hovers on win^ l>eatitic. 
He prays, and two women, in lowly devoUoDv 
Lift up their S4iuls in a fervent emotion. 
Tihuree knows their fairs, one old, but tlie 

otIliT 

Deiilcr. detiler. whv i*«)niest thou hitlierf 
Tliou;^li she is kiieciin;''. the ehants of the saintl 
No nii)rr entraiiec Ik r she tn*mhles, and fainti! 
Why diKs slir tri inlilc. eyes fixed on the f^TOUIldf 
Is not tliv father the friend t«) Im* found 
Truer, and trustiriLT thy tnitli as liis own, 
K\rn iiMv. liN ssi?ii/ tliv name at the throne. 
As till- eliild of his comfort f Alas! for thy 

lo\«\ 

Thine an^'rl takt s tli^lit at his step like • doire. 
Her sire entertains of suspieion no bresth; 
His sixty lon^r years ha\e augmented his faith. 
Pah* is thf niai(lff-n arising from prayer. 
How down. (;if)r;/inA. mf»st sacrevl the plaee» 
Recei\inf; his l)lessing And loving 
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Press to your buniiii^ lips, while you remain, 
The hand of tlic olc] man nf^am aiui agaui; 
Hearken, thy lit-art l>catit))|; sweet, lady fair, 
Pulsing with throbs of love, " Tihurcd is there." 

Yes, he is there. Georgette, watchingr for thee; 
Thy father's fond blessing he also can sec. 
There at the door. like a thief in the night. 
Watching, and scheming a incthoti of Biglit, 
Ilastel time is flying, the daylight is djing. 
The bright starij arise, and a low wiud is siglilng. 

The castle is iiTapped in the stillness of night. 
Though here and tlierc shining is seen a dim 

light; 
Soft steps are heard moving, the crack of a door; 
Tiburce stands listening, silence onoe more. 

Who has not felt the sensation of fear 
In the deep night, when no mortal is near, 
And turned hiick in fright, for there, at his side, 
Behind him, before him. a form seems to glide? 
In darkness of night he descries lines of fire 
Crossing eadi other like strands of gold wire. 
And, fearful, imagines he hears sriunds of strife. 
Which warn of the robber, e'en seeking his life. 
With phantoms and fears in the shadow so deep. 
For night is the time man is destined for sleep. 
There, in the ilark. terror flies overhead. 
Like wind in tlie trees, in that moment of dread. 
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In solitude deep he is frif^hteiied and pale; 
With fear liis |KX)r heart seems ready to faiL 



In a window *s dark angle, embrasured and 
Tihiiree alone in the shadow doth stride; 
Impatient he waits in the f^loom of the night. 
Till u white form apixrars in the mooirs sUvcr 

liKht. 
And she glides to his anns in a tender embrace. 
'" A Ins! two long years! *' and her voice seemed to 

die 
On her pale, iey lips in a munnuring sigh. 



V 

** IIow now. niv lordf whv so irkMimv a brcnrf 
Hide not iVoni me wliat {HTplexi^s yini now. 
Voii kru'lt not this morn at the siHirtY of relief. 
Tm surely atllietnl to tind you in grief." 
** Tis iiotliing a trille,** viid he with a fitnm; 
" Hut wlirre is your daughtrrf She OHiieth not 
down." 

" .My (liar lord, slu* lovts you— is pleased whm 

you'n- glatl. 
And sharrs in vour sornm- wheiurer vou are 

Mid." 
She \\i-r|)s ultli rrnotlon: " Smolcn. with dread 
I ask you. what eallt-d you last night from your 

beti? 
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You bade me be silent, but, Smolen, I know, 
That roads and the roofs were covered with snow. 
Something mysterious did draw you away; 
For the sake of our friendship, tell me, I pray. 
" Leave me at present; don't you see I am ill? 
" 111, Smolen — ill? And you yet, without reason, 
Rose in the night, in this inclement season. 
Exposing yourself to the tempest's rude blast, 
And I, who'd have hindered, you sUenced, and 

passed 
Much like an assassin with evil design. 
Yes, you are ill, and there's no skill of mine 
Can avail for your cure ; your heart is the source 
Of the pain you endure. What ailment is worse? 
Great God of Pity! He calls for his sword I 
Where, where are you going? Don't leave U8» 

my lord ! " 
*' There, there, it is over," the old man replied; 
'' But where is my daughter? " he bitter)^ cried. 

VI 

Here with a majesty on the deep walb 
Gnawing eternal the sea-billow falls. 
From the womb of the ocean uprises the soDt 
Yoimg and \nctorious, his purpose to run; 
Soul of the Worlds all above and beIow» 
G reat ocean inconstant, of ebb and of flow, 
Wcar}^ of following the moon overhead 
Thy goddess divine of the 8oft» silent tread — 
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Under the sunlight now rests and retreats 
In thy vast billows the doomed sky repeata» 
The earth smiles upon thee, and all, ev* 
Hask in thy light at this moment of prayer; 
(■rent. Sublime Spirit of lif;ht and of birth* 
Kestifig thy face on the center of earth* 
Fettered by Heaven, a prisoner remains. 
Tlicni, whose great arm o*er the heavenly plauM 
(iiiides the grt^at sun *niid the scintillant 
()\t the invisible pathway he steers. 
And makes with a ghuur or a fleeting desre 
The c*oinet\s hyiHTlNila merge in the fire. 
ThcMi eaust invoke, or the tenifiest allay, 
Ovrr Ihe fjur of this our glolic uf elay; 
Man to his Maker upraising his face. 
Dreams immortality for a poor s|uice; 
He passes, and fades, but not to tlie darfc« 
For. like unto thir, \\v enfoldeth a s|Mirk 
or that (vntral life and eternal rewanK 
Tow an! whieh the worhl with a yearning 

gard 
Holds out lii-r arms to the (tod of her fatc^ 
He -adv to die- should he n«>t animate. 



\Vb( ri (iinI first en*ateil the world with I 
llr f(»rm«*d it to |Hrish: on thtx' he ennferred 
Iinnif>rtality's riirhts. but a lone solitude* 
And all uitli liis lo\t- be has ric4dv endunL 
Tlir tornrit dixiiir of thr intinite springi. 
Thou (hmI «)f tbr v«nithful, wlio evemoR 
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All of the wealth and the joy that we crave, 
At times smiling gladly, at times seeming grave. 
What availeth the sea, its calms and its dreads. 
Or worlds without name rolling over our heads. 
This time and this life, to the heart that's on fire, 
Thou father of dreams, loved son of desire? 
Thy daughters will crown thee with flowers at 

their best; 
Thy mother will lull thee to sleep cm her breast 

At the bright hour of hope when daylight is 

bom. 
The bird of the furrows announces the mom; 
The walls of the city loom up stem and gray; 
To liis lone home Tiburc6 is wending his way. 
Hushed is the heath, the meadows, the mart. 
And all, e'en to memory, is hushed in his heart 
For nature and man are occasional times 
When life seems to slumber and happiness 

chimes. 
There's a pause, a great calm, an ecstasy sweet 
That traveler Time with invisible feet 
AVIio on to eternity maketh his way, 
Xow sits by the wayside in penave delay. 

Oh, burning the flame — ^like the hot desert 

sand — 
Wliicli hand of the loved one has left to the hand ; 
The lip to the lip, and soul to the soul. 
In sight of thy pleasure, O ni^^tl we eitoL 
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'Tis dawn that should vanish and fold np het 

wing; 
Why wake thee, when far from the light of day- 

spring ? 
When thy sweet eyes were closing in ptMinn'a 

|K)rtal, 
With aceents serene of thv sisters inunortal: 
Wlmt dost thou here, huly fair, at this hour. 
Watrliiii>; the wavers as they hreak on the Aani 
Think*st thou to follow the steps of thy lorerf 
The tide will arise and the waters pass over; 
The foam of its waves will deceive thy fair cjca; 
Afar thou*lt eoiimve it to Ik* paradise! 
WluTe «)f thy lovnl one is centerwl the poivrerF 
(lO in, heart of love! the east wind this hour 
With ktrn rliilliiig hn*ath carries ice in its 
Keturn to the manor and think of the past 

I'nder thr li^ht mists which cover the earth, 
Tihurir returns to the home of his birth. 
Its prt'S4*rKT ^ave pnirnisc* of shelter at least; 
Its front a warm n\nw fnm\ the light of the 
.lust at the miiment when closing his door* 
lie felt it rt'sistin^;. and, almost before 
Ilr (*oiild stop to cvmsider. was gripped Eke a 

vise. 

With a stroM^r hand of inm that dulled him Eke 

ice. 

Who are you f *' said he, as he strove to get tnt^ 
Sir,** said old Smolen, " just listen to 



4f 
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VII 

How strangely vinusiial, at Uiis time of day. 

To see in the doister the sisters betray 

Such signs of excilemeutf and pass one by one. 

The turmoil increases, niucti talking is dune. 

Then all at once ceases, and all for a space, 

Silently questioning look in each face. 

As though in the fear of some untoward o'ent. 

" Hush! it's a moani" said a sister intent; 

" I heard it; it seems, one would say, like a voice 

Of some one in sulT'ring. Again, hear tltat 

noise! " 
It came from a cave around which stood a band 
Kneeling, in tears, crucifixes in hand. 
" O sisters, pale sisters! o'er witom do you prayT 
Which of your comrades is dying to-day? 
Which of you sisters will still seek a lost 
Reminder of days forgotten by most? 
Ye daughters of GfHl, ye who ctnuit Uicm so few. 
Whether fate spares them, or asks them of yoxL 
You await deatti in your garments of woe, 
Dressed like the bride for the grave where you 

go- 
Who knows which is greater for you in your 

gloom: 
From Ufe to the cloister, or cloister to tomb? 

Reclined on the edge of a coudi lying there, 
A woman, mere child, very frail, but still fair. 
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Seenicil in her striving to stnigf^le with death. 
Waving lier arms as though panting for bmth; 
With imiN)tcnt eiFortji at kisising the crass. 
She wtr|)s« and slie sereanis, and she calls out her 

loss — 
For her mother — O sisters* what can she mean? 
For it is not tlias that one dies at sixteen.** 

Twi(r lias the sun risi^n fair o*er the water 
Sincr to this rioistrr an old man had bnmght her. 
She was left kneeling when lie went away. 
And when slir arose again, palhir so grmy 
ComprlU-d her to rt-aeh forth an ami for a star. 
And (*\t sinei* that moment did nothing hut pray. 

Say your prayiTs over her pray for the dying; 
So yniiiiir ani] wrak. and her trembhng hand 

l\ iiiLT. 

I'nints. as slir (lirs. to thr st*at of the smarts 
And ulntf '( r lirr ilhicsN. it came from the heart. 
Knnw \ii!i tl)i- «*arr that a yonng maiden nerds! 
I'lasv \tt sli;itlrr tli:it fniihst of reeils. 
rndrr M liL^lit tiMirli it Imws and it beiids; 
II(»inr]ik(- srcuritv. |n\r of her friends, 
'riirv arc- It* r sfntnLT supiN>rt.s; let but one fa3 

h«T. 

Adlrii! iinly pr:iy. If at l:ist death assail her* 
Wli'f! I:i:lit nt' IIr:i\f!i n|iriifd n|Mni hor. 
She womM sa\ In flirt' dviiii;. as did Desdemona* 
" TiMi miirli [•ivf killMl lur.'* Then there are 

others. 
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Sweetest of creatures now under the sun, 

On whom Heaven's bounties are poured (me by 

one; 
Tender and good, and too diarming for toil. 
Whom man, though he harmeth, he never can 

soil. 
Misfortune, that dr}'-handed, diurlish old man. 
Seeing them droop their heads ere he began 
To tarnish their beauty or compass their doom 
A throne must he theirs, or thev sink to the tomb* 

'Tis sad to consider, there have been others 
Whom death has snatched from the arms of their 

mothers. 
Whom Heaven had destined to happiness only; 
Such is she also, who, dying there lonely. 
Raising her heavy head with weak endeavor. 
Strives to support it on arm all a-quiver; 
She listens, she watches without intermissioii 
Through the stained glass in the massive parti- 
tion. 
A glorious morning doth vanquish the night; 
Earth is reviving with heat, life, and light. 
When a beautiful sky dawns bright upon earth. 
And the aspect of boons all dierished from birth. 
Show to our fading sight in their true light. 
Then we perceive what a desert of blight 
Our life has been always, but then, there is 

h()|>e. 
Cliief of celestial guards, ready to cope 
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With death, and to watch over pain to the 

Who throws on the dying flame perfumea lo 

blend, 
And even when death has removed to the deepw 
She hills with her singing. Pain falling aalerp. 

Far over tlie sea as her glance can attain. 

Tlie eyes of the cliild on the waters remain. 

'' What! nothing?'* she murmurs, and can die 

ahide, 
Witli dcatirs slow advances on that other wfef 
The (xrean n)lls round, and the world aeema lo 

tuni 
With suchlen upheaval — confiLsionI conoeml 
** Arigds of Ileavc-n! ** tlu-y rxclaim in surpriK. 
*' Is it fort-vcr she's closing her eyes? " 

The (l(N)r at that instant resounded — then Imh! 
A fiNitstep a young man comes in with a 
He's rlothed in a cassock. All near stand 
While he hurries past them with 
stride. 

" Sisters, the noviiv -where is she? declare?** 
lie M-es her. A sigh in the sliaiic over there. 
Then, ill tunes whieh din*ct aflirmation 

niands. 
*' (Georgette, do yon hear nK*f*' he loudljr 

ninfi«Is. 
The friar, in utt'riiig thesi- wonls, bared his 

[ the v\i's of the siek one, half open, h ctMj rf 



9t^ 
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Not a blsnk recognition; Ikt dull, haggard gaze 
Was veiled by a cloud as though lost in dim 

space. 
He doubteil; his .soul felt the quick flash of fate, 
" Leave us ulone." he said, " I've come too late! " 

The sky has grown dark ; the face of the djing 
Is losing its outline beneaUi tlie Hght lying. 
By her bedside the cniciHx, needed no more, 
Has slipped from her hands and dropped to the 

floor. 
Silence now reigns in the convent's gray walls; 
A deep, pn>found hush, sad and mounifullv 

falls. 
A feeble, low moaning is now and then heard; 
The friar sits motionless, strangely disturbed, 
Beneatli the IkkI's hangings with lowly bent 

brow, 
Pleading, c-<»ninianding, and calling her now. 
Then they all noticed k change in his mood. 
Strange gestures, and words that were not un- 

derstO(«i. 
Disjointed reniarks iti a low monotone, 
Which suiUIcnly ceased. They bad left him 

alone 
By the patitnt's l)c<t.side, because of his cl^m 
To belong to an order revered in its name. 
The monk in his anguish and care raised liis 

head, 
And saw tlie pale wii>ding-dieet hung on the bed. 
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He spranjf to his feet with a 

And, tfavsiuif anniiul with a look of despair* 

" Too lute! Tin too lute! ** was his heart-brakm 

plaint. 
And swayed, as he fell to the f^round in a fainL 

You, who have onee lieen aecjuainted with gritty 
Ye, who have wept and have prayed for relief 
Over vonr dead, have voii sometimes reflected 
How much suflVrs he who, watchinjf, dejected. 
Alone hy the efiueh where he sees his lore slip 
()*er the ver^*, know how futile tlie grip 
Of hand whirli he hastens to hold out to elieerf 
He who has Unt his hlanehed face o*cr the 

hier, 
With huniin^ eye sc*anniiif; the face of hia 
For u tiieker of pain, as a symptom to pnyre 
That she lives, and his snul u|M)n tlie adored 
Still haii^^'s, as the fruit to the lMHlf{h which 

sword 
Has srvtTcd. And as he nirses the sight 
Of tju* day. and its i^arish deti*stahle light. 
Ills heart's lull of lilV whieh he can not ii 
And hnpr h:is lApired in his desolate hearL 
What n mains miu ( Without hope, 

f <a r. 
He l(M»ks Mil tlic sr ff atnrrs vi calm and auatere. 
That dcMitJi's mask nt' Imrnir. These liinba» lopg 

and thin. 
That tijjiin* Vi> ri^'id. where life once has 
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These eyes, aiid Uwl inoiitli which e'en now re- 
tain. 

Regardless of death, still their fell look of pain. 

He raises the hamls; tlicy fall icily back. 

He doubts of his siitieness; his soul's uii the radc. 

Death wa^^s her head, aiid with finger pouits out 

To the being stretched there, without life or 
thought. 

vin 

Yes, all is fhiished; dust falls hack on dust; 
The priest has returned to his work, as he must; 
Thou hast vanished away, lone flfiwer, of whose 

bloiiin 
But nothing remains save a nameless cold toDib. 
No moiiriicr has foliowai her mortal remains; 
No footprint is left on the nuul o'er the plains; 
Her sire was too feeble, and now slie is gone. 
Perchanee by to-morrow he'll ft)now her on. 
So, poor girl, go to thine unnoticed grave. 
Under the stones where the long grasses wave. 
The soil is most fertile, and soon will rebloom 
Over the debris now covering thy tomb. 
Old Earth! thou who kiM)wcst how well to keep 
The dend. whom the surges throw up from the 

deep. 
P'ertile eorruption goes on day by day, 
Ever demanding new life from decay. 
What, then, art tluMi but a sepiilcher. World. 
Whose mythical emblem's a serpent incurled. 
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But you, dreams of mirth and of love, chfldhood*s 

song. 
And thou, mystic chann, thou defense against 

wrong. 
Which made Faustus falter before Marguerite, 
Sweet fence of tlie home wherein dwells no de- 
ceit. 
Thou primitive candor, thou spirit of truth* 
Wliat has become of you. Guardian of Youth 1 



Deep peace to thy souK thou of sad memoriesl 
Adieu! thy white hand on tlie ivor}' keys 
Will never again evoke sweet melodies. 



IX 

(flidc on, fain\st ship, in the midst of the 

nlghl ; 
The sli()n*s of fair Scotland recede from thy 

sight. 
*' Let all eyes U* on him, and watch him with 

care. 
This ycMing niun in mourning wlio stands 

thcrt'." 
At till* .stem of the sliip, leaning over the 
He sang with wild liNiks. in an ecstasy he; 
TwiiY have thev saved him; the%' feared he would 

fall. 
And sl'xW the sucrt meKxlv witches them alL 
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The wind softly blows, the bright stars are 

gleaming. 
" The willow," he whispers, he speaks aa if 

dreaming. 
"Barbara! Barbara! under the willow." 
His voice sinks and falls like the storm-drivtn 

billow. 
" Children, watdi o'er him, his strength seems to 

fail." 
But still he sang on with a clieek blanched and 

pale. 
In falling, his voice ceased. " Say, can he be 

dead?" 
" Children, the sea is rough; pnt him to bed." 
" Ensign," the sailor's voice answered once more, 
" This moximing cloak covered wound deep and 

sore, 
Whence his blood, drop by drop, fell evermore." 

ISSO. 
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Would y«iii frxMii, ns iiMlrc«l, one iiMV lii|eiral)v infrr. that 
f«»niii-rly the worNl wSicli h.'ul In-cii fu|»|iiji|i nhould 
liecoiiic wi»<: r — PanUigruef^ Bcjuk V. 



I MADK. Inst year, the ac-f|uaiiitancf of a youth 
MunliH-lic by iiaiiit*, who hiTiiiit was; in trutlu 
A pHNli^y! Ill this wisr. he has never read 
IsC Jniirnal dc Parix^ imr novels in his bed. 
He nrVr saw Kran, n(»r Honaparti\ nor \nrl 
Mcifisicur i\v Mrttrrnirb: but kept a eat. 
To sup|MT \\v n-tnnu-d at crrtain bniir 
To tvvi\ the cat. cVn thfui^li rAii^ht in a shower. 
\a'\ Iln^o ^o to Mr his IMicrbiis die. 
Manl(K*hc cared not to rither laiif^ or cry. 

II 

\\r s:itisfir«l tt) know t'or p.in-ntaf^ 

Ifi t!if fii:itrr»»al liiir «»f' llricnKt* 

ri" \\ i i\ nt' Orl»:ins was his ancestms.^ 

.\'!i| M" n hf Iriil :\ triciid ht- c^Mild eamts, 

.^ M Kiilt'i^'Ii d«»L: •»t' most »\:dtrt| blmid, 

\\ li»»s' iiMst* r*s wo'-'ls nrf al\\:i\s iiiulentnod* 
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He had a bilious temperament, iras ill, 
^Vnd did his leisure moiiiciits blandly fill 
By cultivatifi^ art of writing verse. 
To call on him, tlie Miise was not averse 



III 

But this strong-minded rucal, sentiment 
Avoided wiUlngly. as if on health intent. 
He willingly would nuike a lamp that shed 
Its rays from out tlie eyes of dead man's head. 
He'd sup his soup from skull of grandma dear. 
Thought man a mule, and Gml a muleteer. 
Having deprived hinisdf of Ixxiks, perchance, 
He read too inueli of hut one book in Kranoe. 
I mean the human heart, and hence bis wit 
Was too precocious, yet he worshiped it. 



IV 

I certify, howc\'cr, that his soul 
Was tender, and was in his wife's control. 
He would be no more luirsh to her if she 
Had made him a s^vcct aickold in her gleet 
He held precise opinions, and his chat 
Adorned the camp of the aristocrat 
\Vas so conservative, a love would lurk 
For Sultan Mahmond and the !)Io<xly Turk. 
For Christian Smyrna and Hellenic blood. 
Our hero cared not, by the holy roodl 
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But that does not affect our hero here* 
Let people die if he has naught to fear. 
Complacent thus he lived an easy life 
Without ex|)eriencc of anxious strife. 
Was it nmhition, or but foolisli love? 
Most likely both infatuations prove. 
WhateVr the cause that caused a chanjie of plaiu 
Tliis is what hap|iened to my quondam frienL 
3Iardoche, before he saw his latter end. 



VI 

I will not tt*ll you which gay dowager 
Dying con\ rnicntly, did leave of her 
Wealth to ManI(K-he, who then, forthwith* 

canu* 
A dandv. wltli the monev of tlie dame. 
() four tinu-s blrsst^l dowagiT, in fieaoe 
Kcst thtr, and niav thv sorniws have su: 
licrausc when coughing thou didst spit up 
And cull for prirst and kiss the holy mod. 
Thy torchrad was aniuntctL coffin sealed* 
And jMirtly form was evermore concealed. 

VII 

Thy furnitnn* at auction scattered wide» 
Karh pirc-t* did siUTificc thy family pride. 
Of wcihling-^nwn was made an umberdl; 
Thy drt'Shing-nNim, ye gods, iNrcame a heDI 
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Four greyhounds cliascd tlie cat from carpet 

where 
The best of France had once ossemblcil there. 
Thy cushion whtre tliy slipper once reposed 
Or where the cat in confi<lence had dozed 
Sees pussy now, his tail blown by the wiud, 
Chng to the roof, the prey of fate unkind. 

VI 11 

I will not tell you to which lady fair 
Mardoche had given of his soul a share. 
To whom he owt-d tliose lessons, doubly sweet, 
The loved one jfives the lover at her feet. 
I will not tell you at what festival 
They held a Utc-a-tHc. or fanc\- ball. 
Where one or \)o\\\ had ventured a lovt glance 
Doubtless the circunislonce was largely chance. 
What do I know of it in any case? 
To follow sight is but a wild goose cfaaiie. 

IX 

One may, indeed, forget appointed tryst. 
One's luck, one's birthday, or a blow of firt, 
Even borrowed money, yes, one may forget 
One's wife and friends, or dog, one's only pet 
But never has u madman at death's d(x)r. 
Void of his wits, nearing Charon's shore. 
Forgotten the first woman's voice who said 
In softest accent, " I'm thine own sweet maid.'* 
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How sweet the wonls *' 1 love ycNi, O my kingt* 
Once hearing these, heaven's bells begin to rin^. 



'Twus in niild autumn davs, Octiiber 

That Manloc*he moved again with mankind 

here. 
His e<N)k, who catered to his daily needs. 
Vexed him no more than groom who fed hit 

steeds. 
Hut neither gHNnn nor majonlonio laid 
Sueh Inirden f>ii liis heart as did a maid. 
Of all his hahits nothing seenu*<l to change. 
Hut yet his heart *^an suddenly to range. 
I may as \v( 11 advise that lie as neifrhlMir had 
Two dark Italian eyes that snapfied, egad! 

XI 

I do adore hlaek eves and fair hlond hair. 
Sueli was Hnsine. and it niatle Manlnciie awear 
To dnmn in tlieni. Tliey were two ehoo lighla 
Set in a erystal sky: like ktrn delights 
That fcijluw Imiiu' mntinueil at»stinence, 
Thev siiarkled frarlesslv in continence. 
Slnrini/ a s<miI infnsiil without aUov, 
S|N-akint: till tf»n( s that angels hut emplojT. 
'I'hat MardiK-ht t'aiieieil them is in no 
Judieinus reader. reH.v»n for surprise. 
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XII 

Believe me, since beginning of December, 

The weather has been worse than I remember. 

It makes me lazy, if not nearly mad, 

To keep indoors a writing on my pad. 

At fireside seated in my easy chair, 

^ly chin in hand, I nestle in my lair. 

^Vnd while the north wind at my window blows, 

1 write some novels, as you may suppose. 

And, like Prometheus, give the flame of life 

To many women, whether maid or wife. 

XIII 

Blond hair, dark brows, forehead red, or pale, 

Dante loved Beatrice, — so runs the tale, 

And Byron, la Guicciolo fair. 

But that sweet girl that would my heart ensnare 

Would live in Naples, by the sun made dark, 

With eyes that scintillate a heavenly spark; 

iV swan-like neck, full blooded Turkish lip, 

A virgin breast, smooth waist and rounded hip: 

Such as Giorgione loved to dream, 

Or such as this tale which tells of sweet Rosine. 

XIV 

It is with love as litanies, my friend. 
Of \'irgin worshipers, they never end. 
Once we've l)egun, we can not stop again. 
For like forbidden fruit, we eat amain. 
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Thus ever}' evening when one seeks reposei 
The sun bein>; set, my friend Mardoche 
Peered thnnif^h half-opened blind with his 

lor^iette. 
Defying; all the rules of etiquette, 
lie scnitinized Rosine fmni eve till dmwn. 
Though long the vigil, he would never yawn. 

XV 

Ye wise philosophers, explain to me 
Wise (leniigfNls, how this ean surely be. 
Here is a man who would not steal a anu* 
Ami yet lic*ll steal your ver}* wife fnHn you. 
A wife! — I must explain, for reader's aakc. 
That sweet Kosine {Missessed a hiisband'a 
Siie onee reeeivetl, — bv notarv indorsed* 
A s|)inisc* in Dijon, and was not divorcRL 
*Tis thought with reason, ere tlie priest 
Her niotlier told her all slie lioped, or fearad. 

XVI 

What more amusing than the marriage daj; 
At first, of cfiurse, a carriage leads the way; 
The rest in ktrpin^, without luidue pride^ 
The wnrthv Herlieau was well satisfied. 
A (loll amuses one at six. I ween« 
As mueli as diH-s a husliand at nineteen; 
All thiuffs have ending. Honeymoons wiD 
Beffiiuiin^ ravishing;, and end inanel 
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Love, how strange and pen'erse is its mood, 
It by starvation lives, and dies of food. 



XVII 

And thent alike in turn, day follows day. 
Then follows weariness when none will pisy. 
Then sleepsi pale idtenes-s and leaves her door 
Opened. Then enter love, not long before 
Reason departs, and life is quickly filled. 
One with a lover and his love is thrilled, 
This one attacks the goddess, like hussar, 
And that one plays the school-boy; each thws 

far 
Attains his object. It is passing strange; 
A friend who dined a duHiess sought to change 

XVIII 

The glasses. Said the lady, "Are you mad? 
You're drinking in my glass, the fflass I hail." 
The ungallant man remarked, " Do not repine, 
For, madam, yon can do the same with mine." 
The trick, ilear reader, certainly was base. 
He drank licr's empty— a deed lacking grace. 
Though powdered, I admit the lady bhished. 
What conld she do? The conversation giislied. 
Heavens! AVho can IcII which gains reward im- 
mense. 
Profoimd rcsj>ect, — or ill-conccaled oflTctue? 
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XIX 

Tve no desij^n to pcriK^trate a novel 
Much as a man niif^ht hammer out a ahoreL 
An author who advances with slow trrad« 
Puts you to sleep ere hen)ine\s in bed. 
*Tis not niv nietli<Ml, for vou will allow 
Two wi'cks have p^mv already, 1 avow. 
One Sunday morning early, weather fine. 
The streets were almost empty, air like wine. 
The crowd was sleeping; stilh some dreamed of 

Heaven 
One Sunday morning, ipiarter after aevt 



t t «r . 



Manloche, in chestnut eimt, and hired landan 
In fnuit of Tc>rtnni\ made passing show. 
** LcNik out/* the (*o:iehman shouted, ** Mi 

ridi's! 
(•risettes nil fiNit. tntttini^' with pretty stridra. 
.More than oniv. no douht. east at tin* coach 
or our ^ay hero, looks of tiercv n-pniarh. 
He saw them not: pre<H*etipie<l he seemnl. 
His niiiilile mind on some deep pnihlem dreamed. 
His l(M>k was stitl*. lu- was no diplomat* 
He s:it in state; and wore a hi^h cravat. 

XXI 

Where was he ^niin^^ Why to ^y Mcudoil. 
Hut hIiv so earl v. and uhen then*, what doiief 
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He soon arriTes. Say Iiow i.H it we tell 
Our village by the sound of clausing beU? 
The bell supposes steeple, steeple church. 
And the church a cure, and the cure's porch. 
Requires a heavy Iwadle, who in truth 
May be the scliool-masttr r>r villtt^fe y»)uUi. 
This pedant of Ihc parisli was indeed 
A friend of Manloche's jmrents, I will plead. 



XXII 

Thus landed at Mcudon our hero placed 
His carriage siiftly in tlie place he graced. 
Then walked away, nor l<x>k«l behind, before, 
With step mon' measure*! than a senator. 
For two good hotirs lie used his active feet 
Sk>w strolling, )>nishing |>eaple in tile .street. 
He knew from did limes th»l the Kood cure 
On Sunday mornings took the air away 
From home, so straying from the cure's door. 
He sought tht- wikkI wlierc he had been be- 
fore. 

XXHI 

ITe walked not thirty steps, tUl facing him, 
" How do yon do. good fatberf You look 

trim I" 
The old man was surprise<l to tell the truth. 
To see as in a dn-am Uie scheming youth. 




820 MAKDOCIIK 

" Thank G(xl that all f^)es well with me, my dew. 
I*m glad to sec you. Now what brings you 

hereT' 
''A reason, moral, logical and wise. 
My l)eanl and bonnet that you might be given 
A ))atriarcirs age to guess why Tve arriven.*' 

XXIV 

The day was glorious and the lark*s sweet long 

Made music in the air; carts mllcd along. 

And made the highway dusty. Sudi a day 

As cool OctolKT gives us. happily. 

The mist was van(|uished hy the morning mn» 

And all was fair the sunlight lay u|Mm. 

** Now sit you down my son/' tla* priest co* 

joined. 
This is the swet*test hour of all." " That wimL"* 
Said Mnrd<H*he, ** is a usurer intleetl. 
Its hand is in your |Micket, such is greed/* 



*• This hour of iN-auty is the hour of prajrrr, 
Si'e how the eternal lifts the load of care 
Fnim fiThle mortals/* said the good eur6« 
" It is our duty to give thanks and pray.** 
* (;oo<I father'/' siiid Manloche. " our feet in 

dew 
Means a low level for the creature too.** 
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" Mountains," tlie (nirt sa»i, " are nearer God. 
Tbey are his alturs, his supreme abode. 
Moses could set- liini oti Uie flaiuiujc |ieak." 
"A man," said Marduclic, " wlw will mountains 
seek, 

XXVI 

" To me appears hut like a foolish fly 
On the lop of sugar kmf ; good father. I 
Admit the mountains make us hi>;h: our feet 
I can't help thinking are for mud to greet." 
*' Your hair is golden." said the priest, " and 

mine 
Is snowy white; you'll wiser grow in time." 
Said Mardoche, .smiling with sarcastic smile, 
" Science of mankind is a form of j^ile." 
Then sitting down. " I'll leave such love to you. 
I came to have a lHisinc:» talk, 'tis true. 



XXVII 

" You said but lately. ' I am yoim|[,' therefore, 

I am in love, a mislrt-ss 1 adore. 

'Tis my misfoitiuii' slie u husband hatli 

With windows high at end of narrow path." 

" I saw you at your tiirth," the priest replied, 

" I held you the- l)a]jlismal font beside. 

Your father took you from the nurse's arms 

And as he hiishol vmir innocent alarms, 
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He said, ' I place l^m ui:«ier Churches 
Mav be \m: savcnJ r'p m sin arnl Ilearen 

xxvni 

'- yU ill-IiK-k. " sai.l Mani'ichr. ' is that the fair 

IJv ri;i*»;r«- ar*- ^" cnif I. I iiv>t>air. 

I ijfiii'.r-\i!i«l vmu util aiitl know 'tis wnm^. 

Hut. >ir. *»lit>iilil w'v iMir a;r»ny jimknii^f " 

I kri'ivv."' p {iI.'mI th- nir*'. * that thr world 
I«i w|i#n- a riiari in rni'^*r\* i** hiirlttl, 
Onlv in altnci^Mtiori is mntiiit." 

m 

"Allow in*/' vii*! Manl«K'lu-. *" with vmir 
To till niv storv. Slu% 1 foiiillv Invr. 
I i-aiii)iit •><■('. Hi I iiKittiT how 1 strivr." 

XXIX 



• • 'l«l 



Tlirn.'* s.ijil tlic nirr. ' Ci<»<l iiulm] vou're 

UV\r\ til. 

Wliu i^ tlif nit!t:i;>|»y man vjmi \\:\\v ilt^n-ivctlf ** 
l'nli.i|»|i\ ' ' s.'iiil MariliH'lic, " lit* iMithili|t 

kn«»\\ N. ' 
Ilr kfi'ius iMitliin:^'. my vm' Ni» tlcfp rrpnar 
1*1 ;:i\(ii Mints." "Will.** saiil Manlociic. 

"tl.iiik 
I halilil* s» liiiiiii aiiil nt'cr list* ink." 

\\'« II. • \* u v». ni\ v»n, I want to know 
Is li'iiiji n \v«»Mnii Imi! ji •^s sh tii nf a fiirf 
Will \oii till If SN *j'i\r an^iit 'if i|cT|> ilLstim 
To Uinci till hand i»r holy l'hiin*li iiiay hlca? 



"Anrf." Mnd th( ;" *< 



V 



I -it 
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"' WiU you the less commit a deep outrage 
To social laws, or less clean life emage 
Even if the secret fellow men condone? 
How will it look before th' Eternal timniel 
This world is but the phantom of an hour, 
With all eternity man fights for power/* 
'' We'll leave this subject,'' said Mardocfae, "" I 

see 
Your cranium and mine own do not agree. 
I told you how my mistress is encaged 
And with her keeper is fore'er engaged." 



"' And/' said the priest, "" 'tis eminently right. 
That she should never leave her husband's sight. 
To care for household duties, worship Grod, 
To give her children virtuous abode." 
'' My virtuous friend," said Mardoche, as tbqr 

sat, 
'' The birds that charm us most do warble flat. 
Is not the glorious nightingale quite plain! 
And yet the peacock has a voice profane. 
Although he wears a robe of green and goM, 
Just as a deacon robed, nigh cur6 old? 



" Be not astonished therefore, good cur6. 
To find the finest creatures do not pray. 
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Woman, the finest bini, you will admit, 
Sinjfs false, and thereupon, I pray, permit 
Me finish my reeital. *Twas but yesterday 
I come near ending my career so gay.'* 
*' Oh! ** said the older man, in grievous tone* 
'* I would to Go<l vour sins I could atone.** 
*' In families/* said Manl(x;he» ** where thrr 
thrive. 

Of daughters, I have found some four or fire 

XXXIII 

'* To one or two sons only; lacking fraud 
Half may Im* IovihI without ofTending God.** 
" (f«Ml! Mv (li-ar child! Come, let us be sineere. 
I)(i you iKlicvf in IlimT* '* I tliink, cure* *lis 

clear 
Voltaire- iH'lirvi-d in Ilim." " Then why of- 

fiiulr" 
** Hut/* said the junior, *' Til my story end. 
I do adore that wimian, and my joy 
Is si^'in^ her: you s<*(\ 1 must employ 
Some means of meeting her. I nnrnt on yon.** 
" ( )ri nie!'* the eure erietl. '* Vour lieart*s untiue.** 

XXXIV 

'* Mv heart, dear rt*verend. I've lost it, Scel 
If hv mistake it were retum«l to me, 
Vi>u*ll see me llee fnnn it, or scml it hmA^ 
Like pigc«)n faithful to the liomewmrd 
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Ah I help me tlien; I need your timely aid. 

To save me in tins hour I hope you've prayed." 

"And in what May?" the ciire said. 

Said Mardochc, " Think nf the hie I've httcly led, 

Trying to see her. Wliat I need at nnce — 

A furnished chamber, it would be immense! 



XXXV 

" But the boor watches her. Now here's my plan: 
That you've « lovely bedroom I cnn scan. 
The bed has sky-blue curtains; a priest's nest 
Is not suspected ... do you guess the 

rest?" 
" Never," the old man said. '* So h'ltle time," 
Said Mardoche, '* have I to commit a crime, 
I'll kill myself ri^ht here within this moat." 
(He drew s long revolver from hia coat.) 
" Lay hand upon yourself, your life to end? 
Godlhaveyou come to tliis? " imiuircd his fncnd. 



XXXVI 

" Reverend," said Mardoche, " I am tired of life. 
Shakespeare, in Hamlet, says we keep the strife 
Because one knows not what may after come. 
His verses, though, would strike more surely 

home. 
If they advised, one hves for brain's unfit 
To cope with bullet driven into it, 
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To hurst it open: jump with single hound 

To the lone (IweUinj; of a grassy mound/* 

'*A suieide! Just Gcxl! *Twould damn in- 

deecl." 

'* Our hrains,** said Mardochc, ** are not quite 
agreed." 



il 

*' Hut wait at least, niv son, until to-mornnr.** 

■ 

The eure said. *' Your «le«l would give nic ant* 

n>w. 
Nor think of it: a woman in my house! My 

HMini! 
M V son a siiieidi! His soul in (hN>m! '* 
** Ilrnry the Kighth,'* said ManlcK^he, " ditl di- 

vuree 
Sev< n (|ucr IIS. and killed two eanlinals, in cnui 
Of hishops, hr had slau^htert*d some nineteen* 
Priors fi\c' hiindn-d and ahlNits thirteeiu 
Si\tv-oiir eanons and arehdeaeons ton. 
Some fourteen, and of doctors tiftv slew. 

XXXVIII 

*' I'll kill Imi! one. Dear nverend, I pray. 
S|Nak and di ridr \\\ui\ I must do to-ilay!** 
** What yon must do. I frar will leail to hell! 
" Sir." n plif-d M:inliK'hc\ " 1 ran not tell 
llow true VMiir answer, hut no fate I*d riiun! 
tThe wcaiMin vrhttrreil tiereely in the sun.) 
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" I'm willing"," said the ol<l iiuui, " this your rule 
To never speak of it to living soul. 
Think of the scandal wore it knuwTi from hence, 
That I hod aided your incontinence." 

XXXIX 

Such was coriijdftc tlic convtrrsation 

Which Mardot-he hati with EvranI at Meiidon. 

(livard, the cinv's true authentic nonic.) 

Uncle, or nephew, which the guiltier caiuef 

The nephew inipinn.s, the uncle soft. 

One pleads for heaven, and one for devils ofU 

This parallel would make a solemn song, 

The uncle kind, while nephew thought of wrong. 

Who cares? Knoiigh. And knowing Uiis ahide 

Whate'er the motive, Mardoche's satisfied. 



XL 

And more, I said it was a holiday. 
A feast at Meudon turns tlie head astray. 
And who could know while he imciisj' lies 
And on the gn>und is fixing both his eyes, 
The thing he sought? Fact is, in silence now 
He makes his worthy, masterly, low bow. 
In a brown study then he somewhere goes 
Head down, a wolf a-sceuting of his foes. 
Voung men enamoured go with drooping head. 
And less by feet than thought are they besped. 
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XLI 

Knamourcd man is that, aiid docs not ask 
If rain or gravel stays him in his task. 
Wc laugh. Good-luck prevents his elbow thrusU 
Hut lolly decks his brow with crown of lusL 
His shoulder tiears tlie purple; on his path 
i\re flutes and torches which the Roman hath. 
And such was he whose anxitnis, worried face 
Itet rayed the madman, or the {Miet's grace; 
Sooner could you see cn)p in fields ahcnit, 
A d(N)r without a lock, cure a niece without, 

XLII 

Than man without a mania, and in k>vc. 
Yet as he walketi a woman's face above 
^\1I shndoweti hy a veiKs transparent wrave« 
CaiLsed him distress most dreadful to oNicrive. 
What nilrd liim^ Who this U^auty imdcr veilf 
Perhaps Kosiiii-! Adown this alley |iale. 
Anil with a shawl, how (*ould he rei^ogniae 
Her piit so Knglish, and her heetiless gracef 
Not alone was she. A man of sallow face 
Attending conjugal, tmts easy |iaoe« 

XlAll 

However that mav \n\ mir hero chaied 
The veilnl U*nuty. ever>' f(M>t-print traeed. 
For long and slowly hy the terrace edge 
He trailed Ukc basset-hound along 
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Always in sik-ncc, Itrni and deliberate 
Whether to f(o, i>r some solution wait. 
But all at oiici; and to his great surprise, 
The foe 'bout-faced, Uit-n ({uick he saw arise 
A crisis. So on steady foot ati<I still 
He set his collar right and touched his frilL 



XLIV 

Ye musesl Since John Bull with eyes askance 
Beheld Beau Hnuiunel, in despite of France, 
Proscribe white waistojuts, sad example, feel 
The monstrous pantaloon about his heel; 
Down to the times which our compatriot 
Boldly his boots half up the leg had got. 
Set finally the century to righls. 
Released the dandy's calf from prisoning tights. 
And ever twisting up a tierce uiustache, 
A gentleman to windward, cracked his la^; 



XLV 

If with a tender dreaming air the swell 

To show his ring, to stroking rinjilcts fell. 

If ever, above ail, aristocratic muff 

Has gently sriuKitlwd the scarlet downy stufT, 

If ever like to any star of night 

Beneath the veil a bright eye sparkled bright, 

O Muses of Helicon! O chaste PieridesI 

Who at the streaming rock your thirst appease. 
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Was it not when with an uplifted cane 
Maradoche skipped by, like lightning oer the 
plain! 

XLVI 

'Twas hut a glance, and though past-master 

hi% 
Our spouse, Tm sure could almost nothing sec. 
A Turk who had himself to smoking set 
Could have no time to nnitter Mahomet 
The ladv now had tunietl her head aside. 
And sei*niing all the pleasure to deride. 
Heedless of |K*ople and his handsome kin. 
MardfK-Iie his earria^e found, and hurried in. 
'* To Parish** said the gnM>m, closing the por- 
tiere. 
*' To I'aris;** ah! ridiadous affair. 



XLVIl 

So what to think of this \nx\ know not now. 
And, r(*ader, want at onir to knit your brow; 
^^»u have not ^lessed already, our Mardoche 
Hrnn^ht fnini Meudon a note in {Nicket^book. 
When vou eonie honu- vou'll Ik* indeed amaard 
Tn s*'e his nose U'fore the niirn>r raised. 
To hear him ask for siKip and scold the maid 
And. leaving liiekcy. of the storm afraid* 
DunIi oil his t*ace, :is if a IIimkI lustral, 
A Ixittle fresli of oil of PortugaL 
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XL VIII 

O Venus I Torch divine I O pirate star! 
To lovers dear I and oh, cravats that are 
Crumpled by lovers, days of rendezvous! 
How oft a lover ties those knots anew! 
How milk of rose and amber o*er him flows! 
\\^hat waistcoats in his room, what piles of 

clothes, 
Littering at random, thousand times e8sa3red. 
Like the poor wounded trodden and dismayed! 
And, oh what pins — light darts, the mephasis. 
Of dull Delille's fourfold periphrases! 



O silent words! O lakes! O wall rods made! 
I^ate quitted balcony I O escalade! 
Ye masks that give us glimpses, hardly know. 
Two holes that from her brow to soul depths 

go; 
Ye hoods discreet, and oh I ye satin doaks, 
Wliicli amorous hands will press with genik 

strokes I 
Love, love mysterious. Thou misery sweet! 
And lamp of silver, light so pale, so neat, 
Who sweeter makest the nij^t than milk, or 

wine ! 
Sustain my breath to end this verse divine! 
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I mean to sing that day of memory long, 
When» dinner done, before blade nig^t 

strong, 
Our hero, nose beneath his mantle hid. 
Mounted his coach one hour before she bid! 
And he was gay ; you couldn't see a bit. 
He tried to count the posts that come and flit. 
And when at last the tardy foot-board dropped. 
His heart the faster beat, and down he hopped! 
The ({uarter, all of it, was phmgetl in sleep. 
He raised tlie knocker, slowly breathing deep. 



LI 

Did you e'er go, and in mild weatlier too, 
Alone, in autumn bound for rendrzvuusf 
It Ls tiN) early, nothing to In: donv 
To kill, the saying is, the time in fun. 
You stop, come hack, and for the sake of 
(ro in; vcnir lalxirs on the aishion cease. 
Or on the e«ige of Ik*<I. that sacn-tl place 
Warm scentetl bv aclort-d head and face! 
Vou listen, wait till memory *h angel voice 
Awakening faintly s|K*aks, " She 
joicel" 

LII 

At altars I have se<*n our Ilvmen chaste 
Join the dry hand of prude, by winters 
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With roue's unchaste hand of twenty years. 
At Havre I've seen her eye with dying leers, 
An English chit of melancholy air, 
Surely with love's romantic silly care 
Some toper at his punch, and just then she 
Had soaked what brains she had abominably. 
I've seen apprentices, whom dowagers paid, 
And Alniaviva hire her chambermaid. 



LIII 

Is it astounding that in Paris once 

Two vouthful hearts could meet and love for 

nonce ? 
Stingy of pleasant nights, the heavens are, 
Of pleasant days as much! The soft guitar 
May l)lend with evening breezes, toss your curls. 
While fiery white wine through your being 

whirls, 
And niav vour mistress then be fair to view; 
If not, should eye of yours her eye pursue 
Oh, then your heart will sink and you will stand 
That instrument slow slipping from your hand. 

LIV 

The aullior of this l>ook here would insist. 
Thon^Hi lady reader has no pretty wrist. 
(He hath no doubt) shall look upon her hand, 
Kecalling ouce the last of lover band. 
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And bear in mind that Mardoche» very young. 
Was amorous, had one month fasting hung. 
His room was drear, and never larger kiss. 
Or kiss more ardent set timn that and this, 
Fn)m lips more tender, or on hands more white 
Than tliose that Kosine's sleeves half kept from 
siglit. 

I.V 

To tell tlie truth, it was Rosina warm. 
The sudden o|K'nin^ d<K)r disclosc*tl her form. 
I know not whetluT our youn^ friend Mardoche 
Esternied his eontjurst tiling without rrpniach. 
He t(N)k his profit. TahKrlotli antl tea« 
Hisciiits, the fire will flume up elieerfully. 
It rained in torrcnt.s. Table's niee fiir two! 
A woman, supper, now may demon crew 
C'ouK' take \i\v wvrv 1 ever willing letl 
To ask for l>etter next my evening \khL 

LVI 

Meantime take notiir now that our Rnsine 
Was l)lnr)d. the eye was l)hiek. the leg cut clean; 
Kxeept the feet which strmetl a l»it tiK> plain. 
She joinetl the IhhIv's ehann tt) wit and brain. 
It s< ems then simple, easy to In-lit^ve 
Iler f\iithful s|><)iLs<\ although no man to grio'c. 
Desired to wateh her, was |Mn'hafUY fiirrwanied 
( )f things clandestine and that might lie rooumccl. 
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Mardoche and she in fact, thought not of him, 
When as at Peter's Feast, he bawled with vim: 



LVII 

"Unlock this door!" "Pechero!" quoth the 

dame, 
** I'm lost, Mardoche, where shall I hide? " Her 

flame 
Looked for a well, afraid to compromise 
His queen, queen of his heart. He rushed to rise 
And find a window. Excellent enterprise! 
No finer luck! But, oh, he sprained his foot. 
O fate bizarre! O fortune's fickle root! 
O hapless lover! Lapless loved to boot! 
After this fatal blow, how will you end, 
And whither does this tragic story tend? 

LVIII 

At all times spouses, great to spoil the plot, 
By eating lover's supper, cut the knot. 
That you may see since Master Gil Bias' time, 
To young Crebillon and Faublas sublime. 
But our young Dijonnais in deep chagrin 
Pronounced the thing untimely; and Rosine, 
How did she act? She had the sorry look 
Woni by Poll Parrot when he quickly took 
A bean they gave him, mischieviously neat, 
And wrapped in blotting-paper, nice sweet meat. 



